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Col. Courtlove, His Friend, in Love with his Vi e. 
Lord Civett, A Conceited Batchelor. 


Young Civett, His Nephew. 
Mr. Callow, . 1 A Fop of the Town Mey come 


From Travel. 
Clodhopper, A Country Squire. 7 
Pickquarrel, An Attorney. 
| Set-Figure, An roger 
F W Om EN. 
Fidelia. Viſe to Thoughtleſs. 


Mrs. Venture, Her Coufin, a Widow. 

Mrs. Civett, 

Mrs. Politick, A Woman of of Intrigue. 

Miſs Ramps and Joan, Siſters to Clodhoppe! 
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A 2 T the Firſt 


SCENE A Dreſing Room. 

Mrs. Ven. URE, Pf, there is a Curſe upon us 
Widows, that we cannot be happy long. 
very happy. 

Mrs. ent. So I was not many Months ago, but now 
and the like, I've een got a great Belly; my Thoughts 
more 


Enter Mrs. Venture and her Woman. 
Puff. I thought your Ladiſhip had been 
Fate has done its worſt, and after all its Jilting, Coquetry, 
were drowſie, aſleep ſure, or elſe I might have had 
| Care; 


£23 .. 
Care; but what's to be done? Let me ſee, tis but a 
{curvy Thing to have a Child:; What do'ſt think, Puff, is 
it not ? 3 
Puff. Why truly, Madam, tis not well, for then the 
Ladies will not Viſit you for fear of loſing their Repu- 

tation, 5 N . 

Mrs. Jen. That may be, tho' Reputation is grown very 
much a Jeſt now, we almoſt forget there ever was ſuch à 
Thing; and yet I confeſs there is a Pleaſure as well as a 
Pain in pretending to keep it from the Eye of the 
World; for how many Scruples have I made in viſiting 
any one that had downright Matter of Fact, as a Child 

_ againſt them, as a Poor-kept Miſtreſs, when at the ſame 
Time I have had Two or Three Intriegues my ſelf > But 
few knew of them, or elſe Things would not have gone 
ſo ſwimmingly with me, for I have kept a good Reputa- 
tion hitherto, and have given and taken Viſits from the 

Niceſt; now 1 have Two of the hardeſt Games to Play I 
ever yet met with, viz. Firſt to make the Men continue 
to follow me, and next how to get handſomly clear of my 
Burthen. | 

Puff. I wiſh moſt for the latter. 

Mrs. Len. And I for the Firſt, for without Men make 
Love one had as good ceafe to be; were it not for them 

what's Reputation, Dreſs, or any thing indeed? Ibo 
your preciſe Ladies will tell you they Dreſs to be like 
others, not that they Love the Vanities of it, or do it to 

engage any Man: But how do'ſt think they Dreſs to be 
like others? BN 3 
Puff. Like them in Sha pe and Face, do they not, Ma- 
dam e J 

Mrs. Ven. Puh, Pub, Do'ſt think ſo? No, tis to have an 
Intriegue like them, or Tam no judge of my Sex; but to 
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my own Buſineſs, what can I do? Prithee tell me 3 I am 
much at a loſs, and the more becauſe my Gallant is my 
near Relation and Friend's Husband. | 15 

Puff. You ſhould have conſider d that, Madam, before 
you {uffer'd his Addreſſes, | | 

Mrs. Ven. Art thou a Woman, Puff, and was you ne- 
ver in Love? | | 

Puff. Yes, both, Madam; but why does your Ladiſhip 
ask me? 

Mrs. Ven. Becauſe thou talk'ſt of conſidering, for thon 
art ſenſible you had as good ſpeak. to the Winds as bid a 
Woman in Love conſider ; I muſt confeſs, at his Firſt 4 p- 
proaches ſome Dregs of Honour and Friendſhip made me 
Squeamiſh, but thoſe Vapours were ſoon expell'd by a 
Thouſand Pretty Arts he had to make me Love him. 

Puff. Tam ſenſible of all your Pains, Madam, and have 

felt the ſharpeſt Dart in Cxpid's Quiver ; Pray Heavens you 
never know what I have done. 
Mrs. Ven. In return of thy Kindneſs, may'ſt thou en- 
joy all the Pleaſures I did that Melting Moving Night 
when Thoughts made me his, which thou wert inſtru- 
mental to. | | | 
4 Puff. I hope I have been always Dutiful to your La- 
diſhip. 

Mts. Ven. Do ſt thou remember when I was in Bed you 
brought him into my Chamber? Then, then, my Pf, 
Diana could not have refus'd him what I granted ; at Firſt 
he only ſigh'd, ſaid little, and preſt my Hand, then by de- 
grees grew bold, and gave a looſe to Love, jumpt into my 
Arms, as ſoft as [.eda's Swan that ran for refuge to her 
Breaſt, and the ſame Paſſion that took away my Strength, 
_ redonbled his. 

Puff. J hope your Ladiſhip forgives me for it. 
B 2 Mrs 
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Mrs. Ven. Yes, and Adores thee too; z neither wou d I 
repent of what has happen d cou'd I find a way but to 
Conceal it. 

Puff. Why, Madam, een Marry, that will ſecure you 
from all Scandal, and create New Lovers. 

Mrs. Ver. 'Tis what l never thought to do, but now I. 
fear I maſt : Well, ſince *tis ſo I'll ſecure Pleaſure as well 
asI can; Prithee get me a Lord of any Sort, with a very 
empty Scull, which I fancy will not be very difficult to do, 
and then I ſhall have ſo ne Sort or other follow me if 
had ne'er a Noſe to my Face; I have known ſome Young 
Beaux take Phy lick half a Year to have the Reputation of 

leading a Counteſs out ata Play: But I can reſolve of no- 
thing till I conſult Thorghtleſs, the Dear Cauſe of my Mil- 
fortune. | | 

Puff. Do you think he'll let you Marry? Sure he's too 
Fond of you; you had better conſult Mrs. Palitick, in my 
Opinion. 

Mrs. Ven. So I will too; as s for They ebileſs, I believe he 
loves me very well, and yet I do not doubt of his Con- 
ſent, for he knows Marriage does not cool Love, but creates 


Appetite But here he is. 
Enter Thoughts 


Thought. You look concern d, Madam, at my coming.— 
Have you got ſome New Intriegue in your Head? I Love 
you too well not to be Jealous. 

Mrs. Ven. And J you to conceal any thing from you 
therefore I tell you I have an imtrirgne, and you hall 
be the Pimp to me in it. 

Thought. Short and Pithy; but go on, for I never fear 
a Womans open Declaration, z ſuſpect them moſt when 
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| in Private with their Women , as I found you juſt 
« | now. „„ 
3 Mrs. Ven. Then, without any more ſet Speeches, I 
muſt have a Husband to Father your Babe. | 
Thought. A Husband be Damn'd ! 
Mrs. Len. That mine ſhall not for want of being 
Cuckold enough, I promiſe you. 
Thought. But will you as freely promiſe none ſhall make - 
him ſo but me. 3 | 
Mrs. Vent. Hump ! Let me (ee, making my promiſe 
is next door to Matrimony, and may be broke with 
more eaſie. Well, if I continue in the ſame Mind always 
I am now, and you as Handſome, I believe I ſhall not 
eaſily change. Beſides, a fooliſh Husband is a very good 
Foil for a Gallant, and ſuch a one for your ſake I wiſh to 
have ; Pray be quick in thinking; adiev---1'il leave you 
to your Thoughts, for mine are good for nothing when 


you are preſent. | Sages 
[Exennt Mrs. Venture and Puff. 


Thoughtleſs S/. 
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Thought. —She's gone, and in haſte ; now have I to my 
Rival fom2 Lord, Coach and Six ; I wiſh I was ſure. | 
whether ſhe is with Child or not; or may not this - : 
be ſome Jilting Trick for an excuſe to Matrimony 2 But 
why ſhould I ſuſpect her? She never Jilted me yet; but 
Women are all ſo in their Nature, and ſhe has too much 
Senſe not to enjoy all her Priviledges ; and to ſpeak Truth 
of her, ſhe's not like others, who will allow Protecti- 
on to none but for her ſelf , for ſhe's ready enough to 
excuſe Folly in others. But here comes Col. Conrt-Love, 
and my Lord Civett's Nephew, I have a good mind 


0 


[062 
to propoſe her to my Lord Cvett, if I thought his 


Nephew wou d not oppoſe it; But why ſhou'd he? For if 


he has not a Wife te bring Children, he'll ſpend it on 
Miſtreſſes, and fine Cloaths. 


Enter Colonel and Joung Civett. 


Go. Good Morrow Thoughtleſs | ! What, Muſi ing here by 
your ſelf > Leaving an Old Miſtreſs for a New one ? Or art 
jealous of thy Wife? I wou'd be willing to ſhare with 
you in moſt things. | 

Thought. Perhaps ſo too; but my Caſe is worſe than this, 
for I amlike to loſe my Old Miſtreſs before T can get a 
New one, which you'll fay is hard in this plentiful Age of 
Women ; but 11] tell you no more of that t11T am ſure 
of i How doſt thou like Marriage, Will ? 

[ Speaking to young Civett. 

Civett. Why, Faith pretty well, if I can keep my Wife 
juſt as ſhe is now ; for ſhe has learnt enough not to make 

me bluſh at Table for her but ſhe has been ſo apt a Scho- 

Jar in this that I'm afraid ſhe will learn to be a true-bred 
Lady, as we call them, for ſhe likes the Plays and Parks 
very much, and is not diſpleas d to have Two or Three 
Powdered. Beaux ſtride over the Seats in the Boxes to lead 

Thought. I wiſh my wife had a diffrent Gallant that 
would not tell I was one of the Herd. 8 
Col. I ſhall not be my Fault if ſhe want's one. L#ſde. 
Why, wou'd you have her bave a Gallant ?. | 

1 honght. That fhe may be leſs fond of me, for a1 Wo- 
men are pleas'd with ſome Man, and had ſhe but a Spark 
ſhe wou'd forget to ak me whither I went, or when I 
wou d come Home, but be glad: Mr. Thoughtleſs cou'd di- 


vert 


= Fx 
divert himſelf better elſewhere than with her, and be the 
| beſt Temper'd Woman in the World. | | 
Civett. Vour Argument is better than I Thought you could 
have made it, and if Women would ſtop at one Gallant, I 
did not care it mine had one too, for I am not in iove 
with her, but ſomewhere elſe ; but the Devil on' is, 
when a Woman hastry'd another Man ſhe likes better 
than her Husband, ſhe's apt to Fancy the deeper the 
tweeter, and engage with every thing that's New, in 
hopes to find new Pleaſures, till ſhe grows ſo Common, her 
Husband is fain to make Jeſts of her, to let the World 
ſee he'sa Man of more Parts than tobe blinded, for now 
that's all the Defence we have left parting for Adulte- - 
ry is ſo much out of the way at this time, and parting . 
for. every thing elſe ſo much in uſe, that ſhould any one 
pretend to do it, the Amazonian Army wou'd all come 
down with ſuch a Bang, that ever after he muſt expect to 
look no higher than a Cellar. , 
Col. Why, Faith, for ſome of theſe Reaſons I never 
think of Marriage; for we Men of the Sword have ſeldom 
much Money, and it's generally our Fate to be condemmd 
to an Old Widow, or an Ugly Heireſs, whoſe Deſires are 
the ſame as the fineſt Ladies, tho' they have neither 
Merit nor Title to pretend to any thing higher than a - 
noiſie Temple Beaux, with a Peruke of his Siſter's Hair ill- 
made and a Tape-lac'd Crevat work'd in the Country; 
and 'twou'd vex one to ſee even one's old Cloaths worn 
by an awkward Valet de Chambre, much more a Porter. 
Ha 3 
Thought. But Prithee Mill | turning to poung Civett.] Mar- 
ry thy Uncle, my Lord Civete, that he may be a Beaſt 
of the firſt Head; I am like thoſe in the Plague, defire to 
ſpread the Infection. M | 


Nett. 
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Civett. With all my Heart, provided you can help him 
to one that will bring no Chi dren; there's too much of 
him to deſire any more of the ſame Stamp. 

Col. If that be all you need not fear it much, I be- 
liere 
Civett. Why do you think he cannot get a Child? 

Col. Yes, but I ſuppoſe he'll Marry a fine Lady that 
will have a mind to have a Son with more Senſe than the 
Father, and out of Religion and good Conduct pro- 
vide a Wiſe Man to beget a Witty Son, to recover the 
Eſtate his Father has ſpent: -for:the Tender Sex love to 
walk Circumſpectly. BK 

Civett. Why, this is the came thing ſtill; 1 care not ſo 
much for my Family as the Eſtate; a Baſtard would be 
as welcome to me as one of his own; for he has done 
as moſt Fops do, Cancell'd all Nature in me and himſelf 
too, fo now I love the Ancient Seat of my F amily more 
than Him. 


Thong ht. But there are ſome fine Ladies that wou 4+ not 


be Fun Child for the whole World, for fear of ſpoiling 
their Fine Shapes : What ſay you ? It we find him ſuch 
a one will you give your Conſent ? 

Civett. To the Devil, fo ſhe bring no Children but let's 
go to Dinner ſomewhere, and diſcourſe no farther of the 
Matter, for this does not ſit well on my Stomach Faſt 
in 

%%. Where ſhall we Dine T hate a Tavern. 

Civett. Wou'd I were to name the Place and Company. 
{ Aſede.] Why you ſhould Dine with me, but that my 
Wife deſir'd me not to come Rome to Day, for ſome of 
her Country Coulins, new! y come to Town, are to be there, 
and ſhe's aſnam d of them. 


e I, 


Thong br. 


£9P 


Thong bt. Will you Dine with me] > My Wife always takes 
care to pte vide that my Meals are Eati ic and Clean, which 
ts agreat Vertue in a Woman, if a Man were not always 


to be ty d to her. 


OF all the Bleſſin ings Nature her 3 in ory 
Variety: the Chief, and pleaſes moſt. 


2 C E N E Changes to St. "Tatts s Park. 
Enter Lord Civett, and Mr. Callow. 


I. Civett. Prithee, Ned, tell me how thou thriv'ſt with 
the Ladies? How many Intriegues haſt thou on thy 
Hands now? Confels. 
Mr. Call. I, Sir? As J hope to be enjoy 4 (and that's a bold 
Word) they re Numberleſs, 1 can go no where but they 
are telling me, ſuch a Dutcheſs, and ſuch a Counteſs, ſays 
Im the prettieſt young Fellow about Town. 7 

L. Gvett. Do ſt write to them all? Y 

Mr. Call. No, but 1 expect they ſhou'd write. to me, 
and that's all one; I do as you do, my Lord, I Dreſs for 
them, Ogle for them, and now and then offer my Hand ; 
Js not that enough ? 

L. Civett. Ay, of all Conſcience, who the Devil 3 | 


Jo more? Ihate Writing, it makes my Noſe Red all Day 


alter, and puts me to the Trouble of Thinking, which is 2 
very diſagreeable Thing to a Man of my Quality. 

Mr. Call. Ay, Ay, I always hated. Thinking, or any 
Thing but my Sel and Dreſs : ; and befides, when one 
goes to Write, one muſt always be looking in a Novel, or 
Spelling-book : My Lord, let vou and 1 jeave that part of 
Courtſbip to thoſe Dull Splenc 12 Fellows that have no- 
1 thing ü 


a) 
ching elſe but a formal Letter to ſet them off; for my part 
Fl} ſtick to the old Proverb, where the Carrion is, there the 
Crows wil be ; fo as long as I haveall this Youth and 

Beauty, they ſhall follow, I'll warrant you; wou'd' they 
wou'd once begin, for I long to have an Armful of Honour, 
that I may inſult over ſome of my Comrades. 

I. Civett. You may do that whether you have or not; 

I always ſay, when I come from a Mask ſhe's a Woman 
of Quality, let her be what ſhe will. 

Mr. Call. Poh! So do 1 too; but I have done that ſo 
long, and ſo many more do it, that the Sham will go no 
furcher. | 

L. Ciĩvett. Then what the better will you be to have ane 

in earneſt, they are the ſame Fleſh as our Doll Commons. 

Mr. Call. Why I'd let you ſee, my Lord, if one of theſe 
wou'd {end for me, I wou'd (et Two or Three Jack-prattles 
to dog me, and then am not la Happy Young Rogue, my 
Lord? and for ought I know may borrow honey * 

the Credit on t. 
I. Civett. Egad, thou haſt put my Teeth a Wat' rings z1 
us d to brag, but I never thought of this Trick before: 
Good Gad! Send me but one Dear Right Honourable to 
take a Fancy to go Abroad with me, and then the Trum- 
pets ſhall Sound, and the Bells ſhall Ring, but I'll have it 
| known: O L—4 ! Id like to ve forgot my ſelf, 1 muſt be 
gone at Twelve about Extraordinary Buſineſs. 7: 


L Pulls ont his Watch. ; 
Euter Mre. „ Venture, M. Civer, and Mes Poltick 


Mr. Call. Will not your Lordſhip * 2 1 ſee ſome 
Ladies z the * begins. to fill. 


L. ver. 7 


1 

L. Civett. Poh! I know em, One's my Neice, but if all 
the World was there I muſt be gone; for there's a New 
Suite in the Caſe, and ſo your Servant. 


= —-. . Exit L. Civett. 
Mr. Callow liſtens to the Ladies, and follows them. 


Mrs. Pol. Will you not Dine at Mr. Thoughtleſs's after 

your Walk? I long to ſee how Things go ther. _ 
Mrs. Ven. With all my Heart: Let's try to Warm her. 
Mr. Call. Lord, Madam! As I hope to be ſav'd I'm 

over- joy d that you know Fidelia; I'm in Love with her. 


Mrs. Ven. Im over-joy'd I do not know you, Sir, and 


better pleas d to think I never will ; ſo pray leave us. 

Mr. Call. Oh, that's all one, Madam! Do me the Fa- 
vour to tell her I'm in Love with her; Damme elſe, and 
Dying too, She's my Woman, I've pitch d upon her long 
Mrs. Len. Do you vilit her, Sir. | 

Mr. Call. No, but ſhe knows me, and that's enough. 
Mrs. Ven. You'd beſt be your own Ambaſſador z Il 
carry no Meſſages for you, nor let you walk with me ; 
what Time I have to ſtay here is not to be thrown away 
upon Trifles like you; beſides, I have been Eating whipt 

Sillabub to Day already, and care for no more Froth; 
Sweet Mr. Impertinence. | Re 

Mr. Call. Nay, if you be ſo huffiſh Adieu; I know no 
reaſon for it: I have Travell'd into Italy to little Purpoſe, - 
if I ſhould mind what you call me, or have ever the worſe 


Opinion of my ſelf. | 
| Exit Mr. Callow. 
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Mr. Civett. What makes all the Men ſo Mad for this 
bebe My Spouſe is r bidding me take e 
by her. 

"Mrs Ven. All the * in the Town are not in Love 
with her to my Knowledge. 

Mr. Civett. Why, is not Colonel Courilove running 
Mad for her? SL | 

Mrs. Ven. He is not all Thope. | 

Mr. Civett. He's all the World to me, for know, as 
ſhort a Time as I have been in Town, yet [ have a Palate, 
and diftinguiſh him from the Vaia Gaudy Fools, whoſe 
Cloaths are Sal that's good about them. 

Mrs. Pol. Nay, no Woman will diſpute but he deſerves 
Love, but his Heart is gone 3 you aim'd-too. high at firſt, 
you mult accept of a worſe ; What think: 80 of Mr. 
Callomwẽ a 

Mr. Civett. What he . 5 

Mrs. Ven. What's that ? I'd be glad to know. | 

Mrs. Civett. To be {lighted as a Pert Dull Fool : No, Mrs. 
Politick, I never knew you ſo much in the Wrong as now, 
in bidding me not look high at firſt : Why that's the 
Time or never; for when once a Woman is Fly-blown with 
Fools, ſhe'll never go down with Wiſe Men. | 

Mrs. Len. I think you the greateſt Politician amongſt us, 
for in this Town a New indifferent Face is better than one 
that has been ſeen, tho it be the beſt in the World. The 
Men Tarniſh our Beauties as much with looking on us, as 
the Smoak of Brimſtone does our Silver Lace. Z 

Mrs. Civett. I wiſh your Couſin Fidelia were Tarniſh' d, 
for Courtlove and my Husband are both in Love with her; 
ſo on a double Score I hate her, and all her dull Ways. 
Mrs. Len. So do I too; She has a Cold Reſerv neſs, 
makes the Men think ſhe would be ſuch a Price to ar 

| Mat 
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that could warm her; it's become the Faſhion to be in 
Love with her. 5 | 

Mrs. Pot. That Faſhion, you'll find, will laſt but till 
ſhe'sConquer'd ; and if once ſhe begins to melt, and to give 
her ſelf a tew Cocquet Airs, ſhe'l] be like other Folks, Her 
Husband, you know, cares not for her; ſo you ſee there's. 
no Charm belongs to her more than to the reſt of her Sex, 
after Enjoyment, : 

Mrs. Ven. I'wiſh I cou'd contribute to her Fall, my Part 
ſhall not be wanting; there is ſuch a Pother with her 
_ Vertue ! I fancy when once ſhe comes down ſhe'll be as 
cheap as Beef; the more the Reſtraint, the violenter the 
Fall, you know : I hope when ſhe does go ſhe'll come 
ſouce upon them. F | 
- Mrs. Pol. Yes, yes, when once your hard Metal begins 
to melt, tis gone with ſuch a Force you cannot hinder it; 
and I fancy her Heart is not Impenetrable. 


Mrs. Ven. Nothing's ſo hard but may in Time be won, 
| Vertue s a Race that's difficult to run. 


Iube End of the Fiſt ACT. 
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8 CE N E, Mr. Cizett's Houſe, 
1 Enter Mrs, Civett Solis. : 
Mrs. Civett. KF Ell this London is a dear, ſweet place, 


| every thing is ſo agreeable that I can 
never think of the Country without ſpitting and blow- 
ing my Noſe ; I do not know what it is, but I'm ſure 
every time the Country is nam'd my Colour comes and 
goes; ſo that Iam forc'd to wear Red that my Husband 
may-not perceive it : But here comes my old Companions ! 
T muſt difſemble, and ſeem Civil to them for one Day. 


Euter. Two Country Girls , and a Country Eſquire, with « 
Cheapſide Campaige in Buckle, and a Whip in his Hand. 


Mrs. Czvett. You're welcome to Town, Couſins ; How 

do you like it? I think you were never here before. 
Miſs. Rawps. No, by my Troth, Couſin ! Nor I don- 
na care an I ne're ſee t again for my part, for a Body can- 
na go to a Shop that one can come away without laying 
Three or Four and Twenty Shillings, and, I Cod ! Money 
is plaguey Scanty in our Country now-a-days. 
Mrs. Civett. Is Three or Four and Twenty Shillings ſo 
much, think you? We have fine Ladies here that wou'd 
| not 


CE 
not go into a Shop without laying out a Hundred Pound, 
and leave ne'er a Farthing behind em, and indeed tis 
' Scandalous to do otherwile. 

C. Eſq, A Murrain ta em! Whores, I warrant em, and 
painted ones too; by George —— | wou'd not ha' one of 
e'm for all the World: How many of Vather s Oxen muſt 
go to Coat (ike a one, and mhap they would not wear 

Flaxen and Dowlas Smocks neither; Ha, Cous? | 

Mes. Civett. Flaxen and Dowlas ! Fie, Fie | The Ladies 
here wear Cambrick Shifts ; that if a Man look through 
the Keyhole he may diſcern the fineneſs of their Shapes. 

Miſs. Joan, Ah dear Surs! Wou'd I had ſome of their 

old ones to ma me ſome Night Cloaths ; don't they never 
wear Strip't. Muſlin, Cous> For Vather ſays, he'll ne'cr 
beſtow. his Money on ſuch thin Stuff. | 

Mrs. Cavett. But ſure you wou'd not wear any Bodies 

old: Cloaths,  wou'd. ye? your Father's Rich, is not he? 

C. Ei; Ay Faith, he has many a broad Crown in his- 

Pocket, and Juſtice of the Coram into the Bargain. There- 
ſore my Siſter ſnanna wear any one's oud things; for me- 

haps ſhe may catch the Pox : For Folks that won Paint 
han always the Fawle Diſeaſe, han they not, Couſin } 

Mis. Civert, Fie, Fie! I muſt have you better recon- 
eil'd to the Town Ladies; I'll help you to a Wife be fore 

you go out of TOw]u mn. | 

C. Eſq; Ay, but you ſhanna, for the Deel bran me if 

IU ha any of em, if. 1 ſhoud ha their wait in Gold; 

there's a Word for all: Don you hear that now ? But 

is Dinner ready, Cous, for my Belly has cry'd Cupboard 
this Hour: If it is much longer, I muſt go into the Kit- 
chen and get a Sop i'the Pan, or a Slice of Roaſt Beef. 

Mrs. Civett. Bring in Dinner here Tor. | 


Eater 


Head. 


(59 


| Enter 4 Servant. RY 
Serv. Tis on the Table, Madam. 55 rt 

Seen opens, a Cloath read Led, bee 
Mrs, cet. Pay, Couſin, fit at the upper End, that 


is the warmeſt Place. 
Miſs Ramps, Why ! that's your Place, Be na you the 


Miſtreſs of the Houſe > 


Mrs. Civett. Yes, and for that Reaſon I place you there: 5 


*tis out of Faſhion for any Body to ſit at the Head of 


their own Table. 

Mrs. Ramps. O Gemini] and I was undone to be Mar- 
ry'd that I might ſit there , for Methinks a Woman. at 
the upper End of the Board licking her Fingers , and 
Carving, ſhines as bright as the Sky | in a Froſty Night, 


They all ft, the 075 throws the Forks and Knives over bis 


C. Eſq; A plague take theſe Fooliſh things, Viewers 
were made before Knives and Forks. Ha, ha, _ ha, there 
I hit you again. | 

Mrs. Civett. | ff Won d were well | \\.. 2 FEY: 
rid of my Couſins, that I might go to the % 9 75 . 
Play for ſome freſh Air, IH try how long ing his Roſe on the 


they intend to ſtay : Pray, Couſins, which Sie, and the 


ifters Paring 


way do you defi ign to divert your ſelves to i Name. 


Night? 5 
Mrs. Joan. Why, you ſhan cotry us to the Royal Rarkes ge 


to buy Silk Laces, they ſay they bin plaguey Cheap there. 


Mrs. 


(417%), 


Mrs. Croett. 1 muſt Beg your pardon, for to Day 
Jam engag'd to go to the Play, and I have promis d a 
Gentleman to lead me out when tis done, and T never 

break my Word when a Man is in the Caſe. 
Mis. Ramps. You may go with me for all that, I have 
known my Mother tell my Vather many a round Lie. 


Mrs. Civett. Ay, Child, ſo wou'd I if it 'twere to my 


Husband, but this is Somebody elſe, 
. M$. Ramps. Bleſs me, Couſin , woud you meet any 
Body befides your own Husband > 

Mrs. Civett. Yes, or elſe I wou'd meet no Body; tis a 
fign you were never in Town before, or elſe you wou'd 
not ask me ſuch an unſavoury Queſtion after being Mare 


ried Two Yeats. 


Mils. Ramps. Why, ſure you ben t fallen out, ben you? 
You were main Fond on him when you were firſt Mar- 
ried, or elſe you wou'd ne'er have run away with him. 

Mrs. Crivett. I am not fallen out with him, but we are 
both too Modeſt to fee one another above once a Day; 
for here abſence js the beſt Complement a Husband can Pay 
to his Wife But I find you're ignorant in theſe Affairs, 
therefore I'll take a little Pains to Inſtruct you in our 

Town Faſhions. 
Mils. Ramps. Ay, do, for I love to hear em. 
Mrs. Civett. VVhy then tis mightily out of the Mode 
to loveones Husband and tis Al a- mode to love ſome Body 
elle; : 
Miſs. Joan. It's a ſtrange Faſhion methinłs. 


Mrs. Civett. Only the prettieſt in the VVorld ; nothing 


Pleaſes me like it; Stolen V Vaters are Sweet: You know 
thatwas the Proverb I lov'd beſt when we us d to Act them. 
C. E/q; ] dona like your damn'd Faſhions, I'll brain my 

VVife when I ha her if the loves any be ſides my ſeif ; 
don you hear that? But Go- buy, 1 ſhall ſtay here P. a. 
D 


ting 


; 


(8) 


ting too long, for I mun be gone to the Bear- Oarden at 
Four a Clock, for I ha' laid a Noble on Iger's Head, 
and I wou'd not loſe the Sight for au the Ladies 1 h 
Land, and ſo reſt you merry. 


L Exit Eſquire. 5 


Mils. Ramps. But pray tell me, may a Body have a Huſ- 
band and a Sweetheart both in this Brave Town > : 

Mrs. Civett. You may have a Husband, and a Dozen 
Gallants if you will; I have at this Time Six or Seven 
Fine Beaux in Love with me, and my Husband knows not 
one word of the Matter, nor never ſnall. 
Miſs. Ramps. Ya had not beſt let him, for me hap if he 
does he may baſte ye. 

Mrs. Civett. Poh ! . I don't fear that. (Al. de) Lard, I muſt 
get rid of them. Well, Couſin, come to me to Mor- 
row and I'll carry you to have your Hair cut, and your 
EyebrowsreCtified, your Head New Dreſt, and then we'll 
go to the Play together, but I can't carry ye now, which 
Iam ſorry for. 

Miſs. Ramps. I'll come to Morrow before Sun Riſe, and 
ſo your Servant Couſin ; Tam at your Service with all my 
Heart, and thank you for your Kind Entertainment. 


[ Exit Ramps ard Jones. 


| Mrs, Civett. And y you for your Room. 
like this? No, I hope not; but I'll think no more 0n't— 
Here, who waits? 


Euter 


Was ever I 8 


( 19.) 
3 Euter 4 Servant. 
Bid my Woman come Dreſs me, — Exit Servant. 
for I fancy 1 think of the Country, and I mult go to the 
Play with my Dear Mrs. Venture, and if I carry that Smell 
with me the Beaux will fly me as Wild Fowl do Gun- 
powder, and then I may break my Neck for any Body that 


will lead me out; and methinks that's the Reliſhing Bit 
that ſweetens my Mouth after an III Entertainment. 


Enter her Woman with Powder, Patches, &c. 


Mrs. Civett. Well, how do I look now? 
Mom. A little more Red, Madam, for the Boxes give 


but a Pale Air. | 
| | Mrs. Civett Dreſſing her ſelf. 


Mrs. Civett. Well, I'm reſolv'd to put up a Prayer every 
Morning for thoſe that invented this firſt ; tis the pureſt, 
eaſieſt Faſhion in the World ; I remember before Mrs. Ven- 
ture taught me this I us d to bite my Lips, and rub my 


Cheeks till I was ready to cry. 


Enter 4 Servant. 


Serv. Madam, the Ladies ſtay for you in the Coach be- 
low, and deſire your Ladiſhip will make haſte. 
Mrs. Civett. I hope ſhe knows my Colonel will be at the 

Play, for notwithſtanding my Mother's telling me I ſhould 

never go to Heaven if I lov'd any One but my Husband , 

I' try, for ſhe ſaid the ſame of Difobedience, and that 


riſque I have run already ; and ſo no doubt he that Creates 


Love, if it wereſo bad a Thing, he would prevent it. 
D 2 SCENE 
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(209) 
SCENE Thoghtleſs's Houſe. 
Enter Thoughtleſs, Dung Civett, Colonel, and Fidelia 


benz ht. Gentlemen, what are you for to Night : > The 


Play? 


Civett. Not J, Faith, [| drank hard laſt Night, and am fo 
mawkiſh to Day, I'd rather ſtay and drink a diſh of Tea 
with your Lady, it ſhe'l] give me leave. 
Fid. Then I muſt thank your Drink, not you, for your 
— 3 but we are Married, and the leſs Ceremony the 
etter 


Thought. Ay, ay, go you Two to Cards, and Colonel 


Te and Ito the Play, and ſo Adieu, for you are both 
Nuſty. 


Col. If I did not know her I ſhou'd be Jealops, and as 
tis I am not Eaſie, but I muſt not fhow it. 1 4 7255 
Madam, will you give me leave to Bett on your Side? 

Fid. With all my Heart; but you'll be ſure to loſe. 

Col. Ill Venture that. So now I have got a good Ex- 
cuſe to ſteal! from the Play to ſee how the Game goes, 
without ſhewing _— ; [ Ade. 

[Exit Colonel and Thoughtlets, 


Fig. Are you for Tea or Cards firſt, Mr. Civett ? : 
Mr. Civett. I want neither ſo long as I can Gaze freely on 
you without being Injurious to your Honour, for I've ſo 


great a Tenderneſs for you. 


Fd. For me ! You ſurprize and make me Angry witz 
my ſelf, leſt Folly and Heedleſneſs have made me act any 


Thing that wy encourage your ——— 


Cott. 


WT — — 


2 : 
(21 ) 
Civett. No, Madam, you never commit Folly, and yet 
there's not one of your Acdions but creates Love. ö 
Fid. Nay, if you are ſtill on that String I muſt leave 
you; tis what a Prodent Woman ſhould not hear. 
Civett. Do but ſtay, and let me tell you how __ 4 | 
* Friendſhip I have for you. | 
Fid. It cannot be; think better of me, or ſee me no | 
more, 3 
Exit Fidelia. 1 


Civett. doe and in that W ay that ſhoud put a l 
ſtop to my Career, but far trom it, for ſhe makes me Doat : 
Oh, Love! The Reaſon of all Unreaſonable Things 
How much her Vertue ſhines above the reſt of her Falſe i 
Sex! Who tho' they care not Six-pence for the Lover, 
would have been pleas'd to have heard themicives 
Courted, —— But here's none of that, | 


. EIS - 


Civett Starts, 


Eurer C olonel, 


Col. What, not at Cards? I thoughtT had won an Eſtate 
by this Time, for I fancy thar 1 Betted on the ſurer Side» 
for I know you are too well-bred to win a Lady's Money, 
and ſuch a one as Fide'za, whom all the Worid's a Dyirg 
for. 

Civett. Let em Die ny” be Damn'd, what care I ? 

Col. Why ſo Bluff? 

Civett. Becauſe I'm Sick, and therefore I 4 go Home to 


Bed. 


Exit Cinccg 


col 'Tis as I thought, I have obſerv'd him a good 
while ſifting Love through his Eye-laſhes, and to Day at 
Dinner 


- 


0 

Dinner more particularly ; he trembled, and was in cold 
Sweats all Dinner-time, and lick d up her Crumbs like 
Manna; but how has ſhe us d him? That I'd be glad to 
know ; if ſhe intends to go on with him ſhe'll make it a 
Secret to me; but if I have the intire Poſſeſſion of her 
Heart *twill ſerve for a Jeſt, for no Woman can hide an 
Thing from the Man that ſhe Loves. Whether I'm ſo 
happy or no l fear I ſhall not know, for her Sex are all 
Myſterious. By, 


In Love Affairs we Men are all made Tools, 
And Firſt or Laſt become the Womens Fools. 


L Exit Colonel. 
SCENE Changes. 
Enter Mr. Callow, and Pickquarrel, 4 Lawyer. 


Mr. Cal. I have ſent for you, Dear Mr. P7ckquarrel, about 
one of the weightieſt Occaſions perhaps in the Nation. 
Mr. Pick, Oh, Dear Sir, I'm proud to be your Humble 
Servant. What's the matter? Is it an Aſſault and Battery, 
or Way-laying your Honour ? Let me know, and we will 
have ſufficient Damages; Five Hundred Pounds is nothing 
for a Cut Finger if I have the Packing of the Jury, 
Mr. Cal. Say'ſt thou ſo, my little Limb of the Law? 
Then I ſhall get an Eſtate by this ; for 'tis One of the Hor- 


rid'(t Crime you ever heard of. — I'll tell you, there is a 


certain Lady whom all the Town is mad for; now {he 

having ſhewn me a little more Kindneſs than the reſt of the 
Young Fellows that follow'd her, I was a Drinking with 
Colonel Courtlove, whois one of them; when the Wines - 
| 3 


(23) 


the Wit's out; I dropt a Word of her Kindneſs to me; 'Y 


whip, he takes up a Glaſs of Wine, and throws it in my 


Face. 


Pick, Twas a ſad Thing indeed; Did he draw Blood 
of your Honour? 


Mr. Cal. No, no, but Ten times worſe, for he ſtain'd | 


my Pink-colour'd Bourdaſh, and ſpoil'd my Sword-knot, 
and Waſtecoat, which was given me by a very fine Lady ; 
and that which vexes me moſt of all is, ſpatter'd my New 
Pearl-colour'd Stockings, that were juſt drawn on that 
Day by the Lady her ſelf who preſented me with them. 
Mr. Pick,. For that you'll have til] greater Damages 


was ita Right Honourable, we'd Ind ict him for Scandalum 


Magnatum; or if ſne be a Vvife or Daughter of a Church- 
man, we'll accuſe him of Sacriledge. 

Mr. Cal. The Church! I ſcorn your words, Sir, I deal 
in no ſuch Cattle; I want no Luck in Horſe-fleſh. - 
Mir. Pzck. I like your Cauſe the better for not having to 
do with the Church, for then the Spiritual Court would 


have run away with all the Profit.z 5 but there's one Thing 


in your Cauſe I'don't like. 
Mr. Cal. VVhat's that 2 

Mr. Pick, VVhy, tis a Colonel you Sue, and if we get 
Damages he has no Money to pay us, for all their Income 
is laid on their Coats, and perhaps when I go to ask him 
for Silver he may give me Steel, therefore I cannot tell 
how to Adviſe you. 

Mr. Cal. Do but get him to finnd in the pilory, or be 
confin d to his Chamber, and twill ſatisfie me 3 1 care not 


ſo much for the Money, as to have him made an Example, 
Mr. P3ck. Truly, Sir, I defire to be excus'd in this Mitter. 


Mr. Cal. I tell thee then — get ſome Ruffians to Mur- 
der or Beat. him, or any Thing, and thou (halt have a 


_ Purſe ; 


( 24 * 8 


Purſe of Money as long as my Arm: All we Beaux will 
make a gathering tor thee, for he does us a deal of Miſchief: 
VVe Buz and Hum, and follow the Lad ies all the Summer, 
till we have brought the Fruit to a Ripeneſs; whip, he 
comes Home at Autumn and gathers it ; ſo our Noſes are 
wvip'd, and we are only their Jack- Calls, a Creature that 
hunts the Prey for the Lion. 

Mr. Pick. This is hard indeed ! But I do not remember 
any ſuch Caſe in the Practice of the Law, but I'll go Home 
and ſee for if there be, we'll make him know Pa- 
per and Parchment are as Sharp as Iron and Steel. 
Mr. Cal. If you have never a Prefident, let me be the Firſt. 


B ring all the Plagues you can, 
To Scourge this Haughty Happy Man; 

Like Lightning ſtill our Hopes he blights, 

And Robs us of our Happy Nights. 

So we like Hens whoſe Chicks are ſnatch'd by Kites, 
De ith and let him ſeize our chief CO 


5) 
* 0 T the ne 


Enter 2 Gent and Thoughtlefs. 


Thought FJ does your Lordſhip like the Lady you led 
out from the Play laſt Night? 
L. Civett. VVhy doſt ask me? I have ſeen her before. 
Thought. I know that, but I fancy you were much upon 
the Ogle with her. 2 
L. Civett. VVhy Faith, I could like her very well, were 
ſhe a VVonian of Quality, for ſhe's VVitty, Handſome, 
and hasa good Fortune. 


Thought. VVhy, ſhe's a Gentlewoman of a Good Fami- 


ly, and may make a VViſe for any Man; but, my Lord, you 


will not be ſo much a VVelchman to mind a Family; for 


there's not Ten Peers in the Kingdom has don't theſe 
Twenty Years if they have Money enough, they may be 
of the Family of Cyndaraxa, there will be never the more 
Sci uple for that. 

L. Civett. Why indeed you ſpeak Truth; ad we Men of 
Quality are much in the : ight to ſecure Money enough for 
a Miſtreſs when we are weary of our VVives; for thou 
know'ſt tis a Nauſeous Thing to have it ſaid a Man of 
Quality ſhould like his V Vife above Half a Year. 
Thought. Well then, Pray, my Lord, ſtrike up, for 1 
long, to have you call me Couſin ; [ have ſome power 
with my Couſin Venture, and had rather be your Friend 
than any ones; — 11] aſſure you there's many 2 Fleſh-flie 
about her of your Quality, and greater, which ſhall be 
Name leſs to prevent Duels. 


E 1 L. Civett. 


1 

L..Cvett. You're in the right on't, tho' the New Way 
we have lately taken up in Diſarming one another at the 
Firſt Puſh is much better than formerly, when nothing 
but Death would ſerve 5; the worſt now is, whether one's 
Hurt or not a Man muſt ſtay at Home Three Weeks. be- 
fore the Town knows he has been Fighting, and wear his 
Cloak a Fortnight after, and take Phyſick to make him 
look Pale, that the Ladies may pity him. | 
Dong ht. Your Lordſhip ſays true, therefore Marrying. - 
in haſte is a good Expedient againſt it 
L. Civett. Really and fo it is: Here take me, Marry me, 
and do what thou wilt with me; thou ſhalt be my Boſom 
Friend, my dear Thoxghtleſs ; the ſooner it's done the 
more it will appear to the Town ſhe was in Love with me, 
and that I'm Fond of Fo 95 5 


Enter Mr. Callow. 


Mr. Cal. My Lord, your Lordſhip's moſt humble Servant 5 
I'm ſcanty of Time; I can but juſt ask you how you do: 
Let me die but I'm ſo overcome with the Ladies I have not 
2 Minute's Time. Here! [ holding up a Letter} 
I receiv?d a letter from a Dutcheſs juſt now, who tells me 
that ſhe cannot live an Hour without me: O Lard! I'm all 
Rapture; I'm all Fire: So your. Lordſhip's Obedient. 


T Fly, I Rue to all ber Charms; 
Two Mizutes more I'm in her Arun. 


[ Exit Mr. Callow, and drops bis Letier. 


Thought. There lies her Grace's Letter, III make bold 
to ſce who ſhe is; Hah! It's dated from the Exchange. 
ü "Vi | Reads 


C 
Reads the Letter. 


ben you Bought: your Sword-knot you Stale my 
Heart, therefore pray come to the Shop this Af. 
ternoon. My Miſtreſs will be Abroad. 


Yours for Ever, 
Celia, 


I with I were to have the beating of all the Bragging 
Fops that call Exchange Women Quality. 

IL. Civett. Faith, Thowghtleſs, it's more than thou could'ſt 
do with a Regiment of Dragoons to help thee; thou 
know ſt we doat all in our Turns; but let's be gone to the 
the Widow's, for I'm mad to be Married. Hey Page! Is 
my Coach ready? | 3 
Page. Les, my Lord, it has waited theſe Four Hours. 

L. Goett. Come Thoughtleſs, men proſper our En- 
devon 8 

Thought. Amen. . 1 

W L Exit L. Civett and Thoughtleſs. 


Enter Col. Courtlove ard Fidelia. 
col. I have brought one to ſing the Song I promis d you 


NL = -— 


E. ohne 


. Art. : 


CTA 


SONG. 


T Ris, they Jay, 15 you I Code.” | 
n And for your Charms alone I Burn, 
I Tee 0u will Grateful prove, 
T)hen &. and Love too in your Turn. 


But Kind Report on: me more, 
' They ſay I puſh my Fortune on, 
And 214 the many you Adore, 
lam the 225 Happy One, 


Ab / Then no more, my c harming Foes, 
Wr Strephon . Dying Prayers dem. 
Ti. is an Unciil Thing, jou know, 

To give the World the Lee. 


vou were Unkind, Madam, not to lay at Cards with Mr. 
Civett; beſides, you left him in a very Ill Humour, 

Fid, Ven ſorry I ſhould .put any One out of Humour, 

'tiswhat I hate. 

Col. You put all the Town out of Humour, and me 
moſt, who have lov d, and till do love you betier than my 
Eyes 3 3 and yet you make no difference between me and 
every One thatis ſuffer'd to Viſit you. 

Fid. I hope I am not more Civil to any One than Vertue 
will allow, and to be Rude toany Oneis not in my Nature. 

Col. Verne vill allow of more than Love or Diſcretion; 

you 


* 


5 8 
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you, Madam, will let a Man Ogle you, Lead you, fo he 
dares not attempt your Vertue ; and let all the Town ſay 
he's in Love with you, rather than do a Rude Thing. 


Fid. It ſeems then I'm Indiſcreet: Are you to govern 
my Looks and Actions? When firſt I made a Friendihip 
with you I did not think you wou'd have exacted this 


from me. 


Col. I defire nothing from you but what is for your 
good; and as for the Friendſhip, you may call it by that 


Name it it pleaſcs you beſt, Madam. — But tis Love! Al- 


mighty Love] Has never given me reſt ſince I ſaw you. — - 
I have been Two Years on the Rack, and can hold out no 


longer: Young Crvett has. given the laſt Screw, which has 
_ torn and mangled my Heart to pieces. 
Fid. What has he done can give you this Diſquiet? 


Col. All that can be to make me truly Unhappy ; he loves 


you, and has told you, and you have heard, and not for- 
r 


Fid. 1 own I deſcrve all this, for ever hearing you ſpeak .. 


to me of Love or Friendſhip ; what had I to do with 


more of your Falſe Kind? Vm undone by one already; 1 
knew I err'd when firft I hearkned to you ; but hop'd to - 
| have had ſo pure a Friendſhip, that Veſtals need not have 
Bluſh'd at it, reſolving (till to keep my Vertue Pure; and. 


if you cannot be contented with what I can give without 
Offence to that, I muſt never ſee you more. 5 
Col. I am your Friend, bat more your Lover, and beg 


as ſuch to be eſteem d, and hope you. will, fince you have 


let me go on thus far. 


Fid. You have my Friendſhip, but never look for more; 


my E dearer to me than the whole Race of Man- 
kind. 5 | | | 
col. Why did you not always ſay ſo? 


id. 


* OE EE Rage 
— RT ovens Ion — — 


of ͤ— — — : 


Fid. I did, and always meant ſo.” 8 

Col. I'm ſure I never thought it; tis true, you Ladies 
love to pretend Honour and Friendſhip, and we Men are 
fain to ſay fo too to get Admittance, tho' none ever 
thought it, and truly I belie vd the Women were of our 
Opinion; a Friendſhip is ſuch a Cold Name, it's fit for 
none of different Sexes to have till Sixty: I have a Siſter - 
and a Brother for Friends: Beſides, one chuſes Friends by 
Inſide, not by ſeeing them, as I did you, at Churches and 
Play-Houſes: No, No, Madam, I lov'd your Perſon be- 
fore I knew you had one Principle of Honour, and ſhall 
love and purſue you, tho' a Thouſand Rivals blockt up the 


ay. THER 5 . 
Fid. Then I'm the Miſerableſt Woman upon Earth, 
obey me once, and leave me, tis all I ask for my undoing. 

Col. Will you promiſe to ſee me then as oft as you can ? 
Hd. Yes, without Danger. To 
Col. I'll ſubmit then to all your Commands, but ceaſing 
to love you; and believe That the only Thing in the 
World I can deny you. . 


"Tis bard to part, and yet Ill go, 
Since my Fidelia I have it ſo. 


T [ Exit Colonel. 


Fidelia alone. — She throws her ſelf on the Ground. 
Lye there, Unhappy Wretch, and never riſe again ; ſure 


the worſt of Planets Reign d when thou waſt Born: O 


Man! Man! How Happy ſhould we be never to ſee you 
but through a Grate, elſe with or withont you is no Eaſe : 
Fire and Water are not better Servants, nor worſe Maſters: 
Some Pitying Power come down, and tell me what to do! 
A Thoughtleſs, 


(> 


Thoughtleſs, thy Crimes hath a this on my Head, 
Add one to all the reſt, and ſtrike me Dead. 


But Tu retire from this Falſe Town with all the ſpeed I 
can. 


Enter 3557. Politick - Fidelia free bir and riſer 


Mrs. Pol. What Muſing, Fair and Vertuous Lady > 
What makes your ſelf ſo Sedate, when all the World” 8 


in Flames for you. 
Fid. I have often the Flatus, and am thinking to go 


into the Countrey. 
Mrs. Pol. If I may preſume to penetrate into your Se- 
rene Thoughts, I fancy nn. Love has not the leaſt 


ſhare in them. 
Fid. T have a Husband will not let me love him, and 1 


 ſhou'd hate my ſelf to like any One elſe. 
Mrs. Pol. That's indeed a very odd Princip'e, do not 
be aſham'd to own it to me, for if Married Folks muſt 


have no Pleaſure but from one another, they'd as good be-. 


condemn'd to the Galleys, and the Town would be but 


a deſpicable Place. 
F3d. You talk ſtrangely. 


Mrs. Pol. Not fo Strange as True; am not I my ſelf 
Confident to above Twenty of the Firſt Rank, without 


Naming any One? And I will be as willing to ſerve you 
as them: Is not Colonel Courtlove a Fine Gentleman? 


Hah! I believe I have nam'd your Man. 


Fid. Suppoſe I was {o Fooliſh to like him, do yow not | 


think it Prudence to retire, and avoid the Tempter in 
Time? 


* 


Mrs. Pol. 


: LEP) __- 
Mrs. Pol. No, by no means; tis the Way to make you 
ſtark Mad in Love with him, and that's worſe and worſe ; 
for its Ten to One when he finds you Fond of him he will 
grow Cool ; more Ladies loſe their Husbands by Over- 
fondneſs, and too much Familiarity, than any one Thing 
Agaln. | | | 2 
4. I muſt be of your Mind in the latter part of your 


Diſcourſe, for had I been leſs fond of my Spouſe, I fancy 


he wou'd have been more Conſtant to me; and ſince he is 
not, I am reſolv d to go into the Countrey. : 
Mrs. Pol. I am ſorry you perſiſt ſo long in that mighty 
wrong Notion, for I tell you, Madam, Love thrives more in 
Countrey Places, where you ſee nothing but Hey Gee 
Hoes, than in a Court where you may have variety of 
Handſome Fellows; tis in Solitude it grows Mighty and 
Imperious. What would thoſe poor Ladies that are con- 
in d there give for the Crumbs of Lovers that ſigh and fall 
from your Table? 5 3 N 
Fid. Let us go Walk in the Garden, and have no more 
of this Idle Diſcourſe; but remember I have a Husband, 
and reſolve to keep my Honour. i 55 
Mrs. Pol. A Husband and Honour again! What is Ho- 
nour? A Noiſie Nothing, a Stalking Shade; it's like a 
Maidenhead, when tis loſt no one finds it, and Heaven be 
prais d there is not many look after it now; and when 
they have it tis us d like their Cloaths, fond of it at firſt, 
till they find ſcmething they like better, and then it's gone 
with a fadding. — PE RE 


| T Exexat. : 


SCEN | E ; 
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SCENE Changes. 
Enter Mrs. Venture and Colonel Courtlove. 


Col. Mrs. Venture, Aſſiſt me now or never; this Chaſte 
Cruel Beauty flies me whenever I ſpeak of Love to her. 
Mrs. Ven. Why what have you done all this Time that 
ſhe flies you now? I muſt confeſs I had thought you had 
a better Underſtanding between you. 
Col. No, I have deluded her ever fince I have made my 
Addreſſes to her by way of Friendſhip, and it goes much 
againſt me to preſs her any further; but Love makes me 
and all the World do a Thouſand Baſe Things, and to 
ſpeak Truth — Thoughtleſs deſerves to be a Cuckold as 
well as any one, for he's eternally running after any Thing 
that's New and Fifteen, be they Handſome or Ugly. 

Mrs. Ven. Yes, and Older too to my Knowledge, but 
ſhe will not believe it, or at leaſt fancies tis ordain'd for 
_ Wives to ſuffer without thought of Return. 

Col. She's much to be pitied, for ſhe, I believe; knows 
not what tis to be really Happy. 

Mrs. Ven. Therefore ſhe is not to be pitied, for ſhe 
knows not what ſhe wants, or elſe I warrant ſhe would 
not be ſo backward ; beſides, I cannot have that Compaſ- 
ſion for One who has a Table well fill'd every Day, and 
won't Eat for want of a Chaplain to ſay Grace; as for 
thoſe who are never without a good Stomach, and wou'd 
Eat at any Time, but can never have Victuals proffer d 
which they like. 

Col. Then Fm ſure I am in the Number you pity, there- 
fore | . Madam, you U aſſiſt me. 

F Mrs. Len. 


4 =). 

Mrs. Pol. No, by no means; tis the Way to make you 
ſtark Mad in Love with him, and that's worſe and worſe ; 
for its Ten to One when he finds you Fond of him he will 
grow Cool; more Ladies loſe their Husbands by Over- 
fondneſs, and too much Familiarity, than any one Thing 


again. 


Eid, I muſt be of your Mind in the latter part of your 
Diſcourſe, for had I been leſs fond of my Spouſe, I fancy 
he wou'd have been more Conſtant to me; and ſince he is 
not, I am reſolv d to go into the Countrey. 

Mrs. Pol. J am ſorry you perſiſt ſo long in that mighty 
wrong Notion, for I tell you, Madam, Love thrives more in 
Countrey Places, where you ſee nothing but Hey Gee 
Hoes, than in a Court where you may have variety of 
Handſome Fellows; tis in Solitude it grows Mighty and 
Imperious. What would thoſe poor Ladies that are con- 
fin d there give for the Crumbs of Lovers that ſigh and fall 
from your Table? | 55 

Fid. Let us go Walk in the Garden, and have no more 
of this Idle Diſcourſe ; but remember I have a Husband, 
and reſolve to keep my Honour. 

Mrs. Pol. A Husband and Honour again! What is Ho- 
nour? A Noiſie Nothing, a Stalking Shade; it's like a 
Maidenhead, when tis loſt no one finds it, and Heaven be 
prais'd there is not many look after it now; and when 
they have it tis us'd like their Cloaths, fond of it at firſt, 
till they find ſcmething they like better, and then it's gone 
with a fadding. 


5 [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCEN E Changes. 
Enter Mrs. Venture and Colonel Courtlove. 


Col. Mrs. Venture, Aſſiſt me now or never; this Chaſte 
Cruel Beauty flies me whenever I ſpeak of Love to her. 
Mrs. Ven, Why what have you done all this Time that 
ſhe flies you now? I muſt confeſs I had thought you had 
a better Underſtanding between you. 

Col. No, I have deluded her ever fince I have made my 
Addreſſes to her by way of Friendſhip, and it goes much 
againſt me to preſs her any further; but Love makes me 
and all the World do a Thouſand Baſe Things, and to 
{peak Truth — Thonughtleſs deſerves to be a Cuckold as 
well as any one, for he's eternally running after any Thing 
that's New and Fifteen, be they Handſome or Ugly. 
Mrs. Ven. Yes, and Older too to my Knowledge, but 

ſhe will not believe it, or at leaſt fancies 'tis ordain'd for 
Wives to ſuffer without thought of Return. 

Col. She's much to be pitied, for ſhe, I believe, knows 
not what tis to be really Happy. 

Mrs. Ven. Therefore ſhe is not to be pitied, for ſhe 
knows not what ſhe wants, or elſe I warrant ſhe would 
not be ſo backward ; befides, I cannot have that Compaſ- 
fion for One who has a Table well fill'd every Day, and 


won't Eat for want of a Chaplain to ſay Grace; as for 


thoſe who are never without a good Stomach, and wou'd 
Eat at any Time, but can never have Victuals proffer'd 
which they like. 

Col. Then l'm ſure I am in the Number you pity, there- 
fore J hope, Madam, you'll aſſiſt me. | 


F Mrs. Len. 


2 

Mrs. Ven. If I do, as I believe J ſhall, I hope you will 
allow our Sex the better Natur d; 5 for what Pains do many 
of us poor Women take to let you Men know we have a 
Mind to an Intriegue, and none of you will underſtand us 
without a large Stock of Beauty or Pin- money? 

Col. The Laſt you Nam'd, Madam, will never have 
Power on me, nor the Firſt to make me love to that heighth 
I do now, without the Beautiful Mind of Rel; your 
Sex ſeldom wants Beauty, but often 
Mrs. Ven. Out with it Colonel! What Vertue? > Was not 

that it you would ſay? : 
Col. No, Madam, ſure you don't think me ſurh A Brute, 
think you have all too much, but Love makes me ſay I 


know not what. 
Mrs. Ven. It makes you ſpeak I believe what you think ; 


but come, you ſhall ſay what you were going to fay, or | 


I'll not be your Friend to my Couſin, but the Reverſe. 
Col, What ſhell I do? I fear I bave provok d her. 
L Aſide. 
Mrs. Ver. Come, come, no Pauſi ing; I muſt and will 
KNOW. 
Col. Since it muſt be ſo, Madam, 'twas Conduct. 
Mrs. Ven. And is this all? Jam fo far from being Angry 
that I own my ſelf of your Mind, tho' we deſerve a better 
Fate, for I am ſurc all the Time we ſpare from Dreſſing 
is taken up in the Conduct of the little Policies we ſhall 
uſe at the Play that Day, or where elſe we go; but the 
worſt on't is, we never think Management Neceſſary but 
in our Eyes ; ſo the whole Thought tending to that 
makes us fo often cver- do it. 
Col. 1 hope, Madam, you'll Pardon what I have fue, 


ſince you make ſo free with your ſelves. 


Euter 


£35] 
Euter Mrs. Politick. 


But here comes Mrs. Politick, ſhe'll tell us more of her 
Mind, ſhe has juſt been with her: Well, Mrs. Polzzick, 
what ſays Fidelia es | | 

Mrs. Pol. Mighty Melancholly, and reſolves to go into 


the Countrey. : 
Col. Is there no Way left 2 Be quick, for I'm Mad to 


gather her Sweets. | | 
Mrs. Pol. Why, I'll perſwade her to go to the Fortune- 
tellers, for ſhe is now in a very Deſponding Condition 
between you and her Spouſe, and in thoſe Cafes we are all 
Mad after the Aſtrologers; but you mult go firſt and give 
him his Do but make him ſhew a few of his Ma- 
gick Tricks, and all will paſs for Goſpel ; be ſure to make 
him tell (ad Tales of her Husband, perhaps that will help 
us more forward than any Thing. 


When Mildneſs in a Woman turns to Rage, 
She'll after ſtick at nothing I'll engage. 


Mrs. Venture, you muſt aſſiſt us to perſwade your Couſin 
Fidelia to go to Mr. Set: figures, or ſome other Aſtrologers. 
Mrs. Ven. I'll do't I warrant you; but, Colonel, you 


muſt be ſure to Greaſe the Rogue well in the Fiſt. 
Col. I'll give him all Im worth ſo my Cruel Miſtreſs 
may be mine. 

Mrs. Len. Hold, hold, Colonel, they ſay Men of 
your Coat oftner take than give. 
Col. May he ſo, but Id rather give the Indies for One I 


Love, than take them for One I do not. 
Mrs. Len. I like your Humour, and wiſh there were 
ow” T2” more 


— 
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more of it; z be gone to Mr. Set-figures, and order what | 
muſt be done there, and leave the reſt to me. 


Gol. I'm gone. 
[ Exit Colonel. 


Mrs. Ver. Well, this Couſin of mine I muſt Ruin; I 
have made. her Jealous already, tho' ſhe knows not of 
whom; ſhe, forſooth, is a Wife, and can embrace the Man 
I love without Shame: O! what Pain tis to me to ſee 
that Cold Thing take his Warm Kiſſes. 
Mrs. Pol. Lou need not Envy her, for they are Ice and 
Snow to both, for he and ſhe both like others better than 
one another. 

Mrs. Ven. I hope ſo, and muſt contrive ſome Way! to part 
them. 


To be 3 Pl try my _ Sul, 
And if that fails tis want of Power, not " #l. 


(39). 


ACT N 


Ener Thoughtleſs and Mrs. Politick. 


Mrs. Pol. | rg Dear Mr. Thoughtleſs, we manag'd 
this Affair dexterouſly ; but I ſeldom miſs 
in any Thing I undertake of this Kind: What makes you 
in ſuch a profound Study after the Concluſion of a 
Thing that has been ſo much our Buſineſs? I was in 
hopes to have ſeen you ſo overjoy'd that you would have 
danc'd and' skipp'd like Boys in a Feſtival. 

Thought. ] muſt confeſs I thought I fhould have been 
more pleas'd than I find I am, all's eafie to me but their 
going to Bed ; tis doubtleſs the hardeſt Card a Lover has 

to play, to fee his Miſtreſs in a Fool's Arms, and muſt ſeem - 
pleas d. e | 
: Mrs. Pol. And is this all? For ſhame! I thought you 
had known the World enough to ſee it's almoſt ev'ry Bo- 
dy's Caſe as well as yours, therefore Chear up. 

Thought. I am vex d ſhe ſeem d fo pleagd with it. 

Mrs. Pol. 1 wonder you ſhoald, for I believe there's 

not a Woman in the World, let her ſay what ſhe will, but 

likes a New Lover, a New Title, and a New Equipage: 
But fee, they are coming. „„ 


Enter Lord Ci vett and bir Lady newly Married, Mr. 
and Mrs. Civett, and Colonel Courtlove. | 


ol. I wiſh you Joy, my Lord. 
Mr. Gvett. I do the ſame. A 
L. Croetz. 


0 38 Y . 
L. Ovett. Thank you, Dear Colonel; Hi, you ſeem 
Angry ; and flit my Noſe if I am not overjoy'd that I 
am Married : Come, Will, II get Heirs for thee and my 
{elf too. 
Mrs. Pol. Ay, ay, I don't doubt but your Lordſhip 
will have Olive Branches enou gh. 


Enter Fidelia, Lady Civett runs and Embraces ber. 
* 

La. Civett. My Dear Fidelia I 1 beg Ten Thouſand Par- 
dons I did not acquaint you with my Marriage, but my 
Lord was fo preſſing to have me his before the Town knew 
it he wou d not give me Time to ſay my Prayers, ſo 1 
hope you'll forgive me. 

Fid. I can forgive you all Things that are for your 
Good, as this I hope will be, tho I tear you'll find a Dou- 
1 State not the Eaſieſt. 

La. Civett. Im reſolv'd to make my Yoke eaſt le. 

Fd. I believe you will. 


Euter Mr. Callow yawning. 


| Mr. Call. My Lord, I wiſh your Lordſhip Joy, Damme 
elſe; I had been ſooner with you, but you know the Bu- 
ſincls I went about, 

Thought. Better than you think we do. [- Afde. 

Mr. Call. I had a damn'd Fatigue; I thought her Grace 
vou d never let me go, and you know a Man muſt ſhew 
himſelf a Man of Metal at firſt, or elſe all's ſpoil'd. 

L. Civett. Very true, it will be my Turn next. 

Thought. How had ker Grace fo much Time to ſtay 
with you. 


. | 1 EEK, | Mr. 
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Mr. Call. Oh Lard, Sir, as I hope to be ſav'd her 
Miſtreſs was gone out of Town. 
Thought. How! A Dutcheſs, and her Miſtreſs gone out 
of Town! Humph, this does not hang well together : 
Was't not an Exchange Woman? 
Mr. Call. No, no, I miſtook, I call my Lord Duke her 
Miſtreſs, tis a Cant we have agreed on: An Exchange 
Woman ! I tell you I would not touch the Hem of any 
Woman's Garment that was not Right Honourable. 
La. Civett. Your Servant Mr. Callowbird, IT ſee you and T 
ſhall be better acquainted 5 come there's your Woman, 
won't you ſpeak to her your ſelf? 
Mr. Cal. Indeed, my Lady, that's not my Talent; really 
I don't know how to go about it, except Somebody do it 
for me. BE >, 
La. Civett. I thought you could have done ev'ry Thing 
better than other Folks, that come ſo lately from Tra- 
velling. . | | 
VMI. Cal. Les indeed, my Lady, I have not been above 
a Year in Erxeland ;, the laſt Time I waſht my Feet twas 
beyond the Herring-Pond. E | 
I bought. Death! I han't Patience to hear her Talk to 
this Fool; Tl ſerve him a Trick anon ſhall aniſn him this 


Houſe. 


L. Civett. Bid the Fiddles come in; are you not for a 


Dance? | 
Thought. Pray, Madam, when you are Dancing give 
that Fool this Letter, 'twill create Mirth. U To Mrs. Civc't... 


Mrs, Civett. I'Il do any Thing to make Diverſion. . 
A Countrey Dance, after that a Song. 
SONG. 


(42) 


s ON G. 
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| | 0 en bitter Pains are over 
| Of the Dying Sigbing Lover, 
1 He is eas 4 all bis Hain, dhe 
I May he never more Complain, 
2 But in Love for ever Live, 
And when ſhe asks may he ſtill give: 
Let not Enjoyment make you Cool, 
Nor Jealouſies afflict your Soul: 
If once it gets in tis hard to remove, 
The Bane to our Pleaſure, and Deſtroyer of Love; 
It eats up our Sweets, it's a Waſp at the beſt, 
It buzzes and ſlings, and neer will give reſt. 


While the Song is Singing, Mr. Callowbird 3, peeping 
«t the Letter, and pulling it half way out of his Pocket. 


L. Civeit. Now, Ladies, won't you pleaſe to walk in 

and take a ſmall Supper, for I long to be in Bed; I never 

| was between Sheets with a Woman of Quality before, tho' 

$ T have had Intrigues with moſt of them ; but thou 

 know'ſt, Dear Callow, thoſe are only running atter them 

from Park to Play, and ſaying nothing all the while, the 

Merry Half Crown's for Uſe, theſe only for Shew and Re- 
putation. =P „„ | 

L. Ex2unt all but Callow. 


. [- - e 3 
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Mr. Call. Now can't I go in to my Supper ll I have 

read this Letter ; I'm like a new-made Mother, fond of my 

Firſt-born 3 J did not defi ign making my Court to her, but 
now I muſt i in good Manners; Faith 'tis a willing Tit. 


Pulls out the Letter and Reads, Czlia, &c. From the 
Exchange. Throws it down. 


Death and Deſtruction, 1'm Ruin'd, Hang'd, Undone 
and Damn'd; She's a Whore and a. Pick-pocket, an Im- 
pertinent Jill-flirt ; III be Reveng d on her, and never bow 


to her again. 
| DL Exit Running. 
Enter Ci vett and his Wife, 


Mr. Civett. I ſuppoſe, Madam, you know of this Match, 
and have had a Hand in't ; 'tis done like your ſelf. 

Mrs. Civett. No, I did not, if J had I would not have 
hinder'd it. 

Mr. Civett. But you ſhould conſider ſhe may bring what 
may hinder us of a good Eſtate. 

Mrs. Civeft. I hate conſidering of any Thing but how 
to go Abroad. 

Mr. Civett. I hope you'll allow tis in my Power whe- 
ther I'll let you or no. 

Mrs. Civett. What, you think becauſe I was a Country 
Thing when! Married you I muſt always be ſo, thank 
you for that; you ſhould have kept me out of Town if 
you'd a mind to make a Fool of me; I've now learnt better 
Things, and a few Grum Looks ſhall not fright me. 


G Exter 
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SON G. 
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TO 1 bitter Pains are over 
Of the Dying Sighing Lover, 
He is eas'd #: all 15 Fan, . 5 „ 
8 May he never more Complain, 
5 25 But in Love for ever Lide, 
And when ſhe asks may he ſtill give: 
Let not Enjoyment make you Cool, 
Nor Jealbuſies afflict your Soul: 
Fonce it gets in tis hard to remove, | 
The Bane to our Pleaſure, and Deſtroyer of Love; 
It eats up our Sweets, it's a Waſp at the beſt, 
It buzzes and ſtings, and ne er will give reſt. 


2 
1 


While the Song is Singing. My. Callowbird is peeping _ 
4t the 1 etter, and pulling it half way out of his Pocket. 


I. Gent. Now, Ladies, won't you pleaſe to walk in PE Hh 
and take a ſmall Supper, for J long to be in Bed; I never _ 
was between Sheets with a Woman of Quality before, tho' 


I have had Intrigues with moſt of them; but thou 
know'ſt, Dear Callow, thoſe are only running after them 
from Park to Play, and ſaying nothing all the while, the 
Merry Half Crown's for Uſe, theſe only for Shew and Re- 

putation. „ B 1 17 
| L Exzunt all but Callow. 


Mr. 
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Mr. Call. Now can't I go in to my Supper all I have 

read this Letter; I'm like a new-made Mother, fond of my 

Firſt-born 3 I did not deſign making my Court to her, but 
now! mult in good Manners; Faith tis a willing Tit. 


Pulls out the Letter and Reads, Cælia, Oc. From the 
Exchange. Throws it down. 


Death and Deſtruction, I'm Ruin'd, Hang d, Undone 
and Damn'd ; She's a Whore and a. Pick-pocket, an Im- 
pertinent Jill- flirt; I'll be Reveng d on her, and never bow 


to ber again. 
[1 Exit _— 
. Civett and bis N fe. 


Mir. Civett. 1 ſuppoſe, Madam, you know of this Match, 
and have had a Hand in't; tis done like your ſelf. 
Mrs. Civett. No, I did not, if I had I would not have 
hinder'd it. 
Mr. Civett. But you ſhould conſider ſhe may bring what 
may hinder us of a good Eſtate. 25 
Mrs. Civeft. I hate conlidering of any Thing but how 
to go Abroad. 
Mr. Civett. I hope you'll allow tis in my Power whe- 
ther Ill let you or no. 
Mrs. Civett. What, you think becauſe I was a Country 
Thing when ! Married you I muſt always be ſo, thank 
you for that; you ſhould have kept me out of Town if 
you'd a mind to make a Fool of me; I've now learnt better 
Things, and a few Grum Looks ſhall not fright me. 


G 1 Exter 


Va. 
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Enter Mrs. Pol. to them. * 
\ \ = \ 
Mrs. Pol. What, Quacrelling ? This ſhou'd "oo Day of 
Mirth, come let me make up the Buſineſs, 


Mr. Civett. No, Faith, Madam, you 9 8 made up too 


much already in my Family. 
Mrs. Civett. Let him alone, he's grown ſo reſty of late. 
Mr. Civett. If you have no better Judgment in other 


Things than in this, Mrs. Politick, your Company would 


not be ſo often wanted. 
Mrs. Civett. Nay, if you are for downright falling out 
Lam yours, Sir, Ha, ha, ha. 
: [ Exit Laughing. 


Mrs. Civett. Go thy way, and t maintain thy old Character 
ſtill; Glad, Sorry, Pleas d, Diſpleas d, Gay, Grave, Wit- 


ty, Nice, Coy, and all in the wrong Place; Money! Mo- 


ney! What are we poor younger Brothers fain to n for 
your ſake ? 

Mrs. Pol. Come, come, good Mr. Civett, be not 10 
much out of Humour, ſhe's Young, and may make a very 
good Wife yet. 


Mr. Civett. No, Madam, you have too well Infiructed 


her ; you have Undone more Young Women than ever a a 


Profeſs'd Bawd in Rome, where they give Licence to ſel} 
Whores Fleſh ; and thou haſt done me more Miſchief than 


my Grandfather did by getting the Fool my Uncle before : 


my Father; and yet for all this, Dear Damnable Devil, 


III forgive, provide thou wilt get me one Hour's Audience 


with the Divine Fidelia. 
Mrs. Pal. I vow . {trike me Dead with your falſe Ac- 
cuſations ; 


Ca 


cuſations; and for meeting Fidelia at my Hoùſe you 
ſhould not do it for a World for fear of Reflections. 

Mr. Civett. Forgive my Paſſion, I know 1 wrong d you, 
and to ſhew you 1 Repent take this Watch as a Peace- 
Offering, and a Remembrance I will never fall out with 
you again. DD f 

Mrs. Pol. I wou'd not receive ſuch a Preſent for the 
World, but upon that Score; will you come to my Houſe 
this Evening? Poor Fidelia will be there, who you were 
pleas'd to Banter juſt now ; I know you do not love her. - 

Mr. Civett. Not a bit; but I will not fail you, and fo 


your Servant. ye” | 


Mrs. Pol. It's a very pretty Trifle, and an Earneſt I hope 
of a better. | Mrs. Pol. looking on her Watch} He thought 
to hector me to it; no, no, my Tongue never goes right 
but when it is wound up with à Gold Key, nor never ſhall; 
I got little but love for love in my Vouth, and therefore Ill 
make it up now no one that has Money is ever deſpis d 
the beſt Way of ſhewing Faith is by Plentiful Offerings. 


For thoſe that have me certainly ſhall Pay, © 
'Tis Gold which makes the Old both Young and Gay. 


I. Exit. 
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I 0 E N E Changes to Mrs. Dl 8 Garden. 


| Enter Fidelia' Fae? Mrs. Pol, E Muſick. 


Fd. You pleaſe me much with this Soft Muſick, pray 
deny your ſelf to every Body, and let us be alone. 
Mrs. Pol. You fhall always be obey'd here; 3 tho' I think 


if a Young Handſome Fellow ſnoud Some in by would 


Sive a-Savour to our Entertainment. 
Fid. By no means, Mrs. Pol. I defire to ſee none of them, 
Mrs. Pol. I will 80 t then and 128 Orders that I am not 
at Home. 


1 


She g. goes an aveets I cer 5 the Deo, h bold; i 
1 ben, een. . 


o hold, Dear Mr. civen, Lam not: at cls upon n my ; Ve- 


racity here s no Body but Fidelia Nay, fince you will 


come in, I muſt run and hide my felf, for ſhe ll kill me 


dead with her TO 
$I] 1 107420 L Exit Mrs. Pol. 


Fid. Pray, Sir, be not fo unkind to interrupt us, I have 
not many eaſie Hours, do not you make them ſewer. 

Mr. Civett. No, Madam, I wou d make yours and my 
own more Happy if you woud give me leave to tell you 


how much I am yours, to try if you can make me ſome 
return for all this Uncommon Love. 5 


. I cannot, will not, hear you, nor never expect 2 
Return; and ſince you will purſue this Diſcourſe I muſt 
leave you. 

Mr. 


_— 


Mr. Civett: You cannot ſtir if you wou'd, I've lock'd 
the Door: Believe me a very Good Brother, a Dying Fa- 
. or what you will, that may raiſe your Pity. 
| L Kweels to ber. 


Fad. tance; muſt not , Pity you. 
Mr. Civett. Let me prevail with you; do not fear me, 
Vanity is not my Vice; you'll find my Heart too full of 
Love for that to take Place; let me aſſiſt you to overcome 
ſome Difficulties. 
Fid. Tis impoſſible. 
Mr. (Ciwett. Try me, never any met with ſuch a Return 
as I will make you; you cannot be too pure a Temple for 
Love, ſince I am ſure you have too much Senſe not to 
know that all the Pleaſures of the Earth are Dirt in compa- 
riſon of that where Two Hearts meet, and equally full of 
| Love. 
- Fid. That mine adj yours will never do; if you Love 
5 a9 2 Brother ceaſe to Ruin, that is not a Brother's part, nor 
_ a Friend's. | 
Mr. Civett. Force your Inclinations, be Blind to my 
Faults, forget I have no Merit, perſwade your ſelf into 
a liking, the Pleaſure will be the ſame ; find ſome way if 
poſſible to make me agreeable to you, you can never engage 
your Heart with more ſafety ; you may find, Madam, ma- 
ny Men will be yoar Lovers before you meet with one 
Friend ; if you think ſo, tie me to you for ever; tis in 
your Power alone, and in return 111 ſacrifice my Life to 
ou. 
| f Fid. Here on my Knees I beg you let me go, for all 
your Arguments are vain ; uſe them to ſome one who de- 
| ſerves them better, and defires them more ; if 25 detain 


WY longer never ſee me again. 


Mr. 


| 2 . 3 
Mr. Goett, Tell me but that you Pity me and I'll be no 
longer your Jaylor. | 
Fid. I can pity you, but not relieve you. 
Mr. Civett; That one Word unlocks all Doors with me, 
tho' *tis ſo poor a Compoſition tis not a Farthing in the | 
Pound for the mighty Debt of Love FoU Owe me. 
L Opens the Door. 
Fid. My laſt Command is ceaſe to Love me. [ Exit. 
Mr. Civett. She's gone, and every Thing about her 
ſeems Divine ; what a Wife is here? She's Miſtreſs, Friend, 
and All: Thoughtleſs, How Happy might'(t thou be if thou 
would'ſt 2 But we never eldeem Bleſſings when we come 
calily by them. 


8 c E NE St. James's Park. 


Enter Colonel Courtlove Reading a Lethir. 


Col. I think this is the Time, but what or who ſhe is I © 
cannot gueſs ; ſure tis Fidelia. No, ſhe can never lay her 
Fears aſide enough to venture; if it is any Body elſe, and | 
Love be her Errand, ſhe Il be little the better. 


Enter Mrs. Civett and Mrs. Politick in Marks. 


Mrs. Civett. Do you know me, Colonel? 
Col. No, Madam, but I hope 1 ſhall before we part. 
Mrs. Civett. I cannot tell whether you ſhall or no, tis 


as you behave your felf. 
Col. I hope, Madam, you don't doubt my Manhood: 


Mrs. (vett. No, but fear your Heart's gone, and that s 
what I aim at. b 
ol, 
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Col. Truly, Madam, if that be your Buſineſs I believe 


you and I ſhall part worſe Friends than we met. 


Mrs. Civett. Why is your Heart ſo far _ that tis 


never to berecall'd. 


Col. No, perhaps not; but your Requeſt i 15 ſomething. 


unreaſonable at firſt Sight; my Heart I can give but to 
one, and that muſt be a Woman that neither ſeeks mine 
nor any one's elſe; my Body I can diſpoſe of in ſeveral 
Places ; and if an Eſſay of that will do you Service, pull off 
your Mask, and if you have good Teeth, and a ſound 
Complexion, Jam yours. 
| Mrs. Civett. Not ſo neither, Col. but if you will, tell me 
if Fidelia be that Happy Woman the Town ſays ſhe is? 
Col. Why truly I cannot deny but did I think ſhe wou'd 
give ear to my Prayer I ſhould make her my Saint. 
Mrs. Civett. J hope then it muſt be a Magdalen, for to 
my Knowledge ſhe has more Lovers than you that the 1 is 


well pleaſed to hear. 
Col. Baſe as thou art! Wer't thou wa a Woman l'd tear 


thee piecemeal z however, I'li ſee your Hog's-Face. | Pulls of 


ber Mack, and Starts. } Ha! Mrs. Civett! What Envy has 

put you on thus to abuſe your Self and Friend? 
Mrs. Civett. Love and Jealouſie; and ſince you have 

diſcover d my Paſſion, Truth will be my beſt Vindicator. 

Your Goddeſs Fidelia is my Husband's Miſtreſs, ſhe meets 

him, and I believe does all ſhe can to make him Happy, 

wjhilſt you and I are made their Sport. 

Col. Good Angels! It this be true confound your Sex! 

Can there be ſuch groſs Villany hid in that Soft Shape? 

Sure, Madam, all you ſay is Falſe. 

Mrs. Civett. They're but juſt gone from Mrs. Poets 
Houſe, ask her, here ſhe is. 

| Col. Speak, Madam, Is this true? 


Mrs. Pol. Indeed I never tell Stories, nor love to have 
| any 
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any one meet at my Houle ; but this I could not help, for 
Mr. Civett forc d bimſelf! int my Houſe whether 1 wou d 
or no. 
Col. Was ſhe pleas d with him? > And did ſhe ſuffer himto 
ſtay long with her? x 
Mrs, Pol. Not above Two or Three Hoon at moſt. i 
Col. That's more than ever ſhe did to me in Two Years 
Time. O Women! Women! What Cheats you are? If 1 
at any Time but kiſs'd her Hand ſhe'd Bluſh, and look 
down the whole Day after as if it had been ſome weary 
Fault. I could go Mad with Anger. 
Mrs. Civett. Have Patience as [ have, and let us join to 
be Re veng d on em. 
Col. With all my Heart; fora Man can do little Miſ- 
chief without a Woman in the Plot. 
Mrs. Civett. I hope you will be better Reconcil'd to our 
Sex when you find a Woman kind, and only to you, which 


to my Knowledge you may; ſo farewel £ when I know 


they are 3 next Il ſend you word. 


* Exit both Ladies 


Col. What, are they gone ? ? Oh for a Deluge now to 
ſweep away the Sex, that we Men may be nolonger Brutes ! 
Well, ſince tis ſo I will not loſe my Labour, 1 muſt and 
will enjoy her by ſome Means or other. 


And after that Tll throw her from my a, 
And bid Adieu to all her Sexes Charms. 


The End of the Fourth A GC T. 


(49) 


AC r 


— — — 


8 C E N E Lord Civett's Houle. 


La. Civett. I have now but one Step more to Happineſs, 
which is to accompliſh the Ruin of Fidelia, which muſt be 
done by way of Friendſhip. She has gain'd Reputation to 
| ſuch a degree that there muſt be Demonſtration to do it, 
for 'tis not in the Power of a Lampoon or a Woman's 
Tongue. 

Enter 4 Servant. 


Serv. Menn Colonel Courtlove 4eſir res to ſpeak with 
your Ladiſhip. — He looks as if he'd Eat us. | Exit Serv. 
Lady. Admit him, he comes a propos, the Philtre works 
I find. 
Euter Colonel Courtlove. 


l hope I donot interrupt your Ladiſhip. 


Lady. No, I was wiſhing for you; I heard of your Rage 


laſt Night, and am ſorry you ſhould lay the Inconſtancy 
of your Miſtreſs ſo much to Heart as I perceive by your 
Countenance you do: Alas! We Women are but Trifles 
at the beſt, or at leaſt you Men think ſo. 

Col. We may ſay ſo in Rhodomontade, but we know to 
our Sorrow the whole Buſineſs of our Life centers in 
them ; tis Women makes us Proud, Brave, Ambitious, 
H And 
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3 
and Extravagant, and in ſhort they make us every Thing 
but Wiſe Men. 

Lady. No Railing, Good Colonel, that Subject has 
been threadbare many Years, and all our Faults Jaid open, 
yet you are not well without us. 

Col. 1 have done, Madam, but hope your Ladiſhip will 
allow I have reaſon to be Angry, who have follow'd your 


_ Couſin thus long with that awful Diſtance that I never 


durſt ask her the leaſt Favour, nor ſo much as told her [ 
was her Lover till lately. 

| Lady. And this you plead as Merit : Why, I believe it 
has loſt her, for Women hate ſuſpence in any Thing. 

Col. What do they Love? I wiſh I knew, 

Lady. Dear Force; Raviſhing by the Man we love; 3 
take my Counſel, and try her that Way, you 11 find it 
better than all the Rhetorick you have. 

Col. How ſhall IJ have an Opportunicy 2 _ 

Lady. She and I are to go to Set-Figure's to Night, and as 
we coli back I'll bring her to Mrs. Pol3tzck's, and there leave 


her to your Mercy. 


Enter a Servant. 


Serv. Madam, your cou in Balla is coming up. 
f. Exit Servant 


Lad). Be gone, for if ſhe finds you here {he'll ſuſpect 


us, 
Col, I 80. but be ſure to be as good as your Word. 


[ Exit Colonel. 
Lady, 


CE 
Lady. Never fear me. 


Enter Fidelia. 


\ 


Youſeem extreamly Melancholy of late, my Dear Fidelia; 
how go Matters between you and the Colonel? Is the 
Old Man got uppermoſt, and does he begin to cool? 
Fid. No, no, but I wiſh I never had known him, or 
that he were as Cold to me as a Courtier to a Beggar, for 

of late he purſues me with that Violence, that between 
Love and Jealouſie I have not one Minute's Reſt. 

Lady. And have you granted him all that's in your Pow- 
er to give. 1 

Fd. All that ever I intended, which is my Friendſhip. 

Lady. I remember you told me ſo, but I no more believe 
you than him. | 

Fid. Why did you not? | 

Lady. Becauſe thoſe Speeches at the beginning of an 
Intrigue are as Natural to all our Sex as Dreſſing, Ogling, 
or Looking like a Saint in a Morning before our Husbands, 
when we are to meet a Gallant in the Afternoon. 

Fid. lam ſo much a Novice in theſe Things that all I 
ſpeak is Real. 1 ns 1 | 

Lady. May be ſo, but Women are never believed in 
thoſe Caſes; if you are weary of your Lover I know but 
one way to berid of him, which is by Enjoyment. 

Fid. Then I muſt keep him for ever, which I could be 
well pleaſed to do if he would be more my Friend, and leſs 
my Lover. 3 „ | 

Lady. That he'll never be Til engage; neither can 1 
imagine what makes you take ſuch Pains to be True to 2 
Man who is fo Falſe to you, for to my knowledge your 

H 2 . Husbaud 
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Husband has a M ſtreſs now ready to Lie-in, beſides a Hun- 
dre int. igues which we know nothing of. 

Lid. You miſtake, Jam not ſo much a Fool to keep my 
Vertue lor his lake, "tis my own; I know his Baſeneſs, and 
can relent it as much as another, and would return it any 

way but quitting that Dear Jewel, which indeed is the only 
Jem of Value in all our Sexe Casket. — But, Dear Coufio, 
give me your Advice how to be quit of this Troubleſome 
Friendſhip. 

Lady. I can g. ve you no Advice in this Caſe, you are 
; too Romantick a Lover for me; z I am for the Modern 
Way, Love a little, not long, but often, and never make 
my ſelf uneaſie for any Man; the vertue you boaſt of fo 
much I own is a very Fine Thing if one cou'd have it 
Inſur d; but it often happens Women grow weary of it 
when no Body cares to take it from them; and leſt this 
ſhould be your Chance, you had as good give it whilſt 
you may be thank'd for it, as keep it and cry it about the 
Streets when no one will buy it; but, my Dear Couſin, 
let's leave that to Ser-Figare. ; 

Fid. I'll go to bblige » you; not ont ſe” any curioſi ity of 
my own, for my Reſolutions are fix d, and not to be re- 
mov d by ſuch Trifles. | 

Lady. Well, but let's go however, Mrs. Palitick has pro- 
vided . very good Chocolate for us as we come Home, 

and I am to make you Two Friends. 

Fid. I deſire not her Friendſhip, neither will I go thi- 
ther, except you promiſe not to ſtir from me all the Time, 
for I never go without a Fear upon me. 

Lady. Upon my Honour I won't. 

Fid. Then do you call me. | 

Lady. 1 will be ſure. | 

4 Fid. 


TR 


Eid. Farewe! ; me thing lyes heavy upon my Spirits. 
[ Exit F. id. ; 


Lady. Go thy ways Vertue, if Lovewell lets ſlip this Op- 
portunicy, III take care he never ſhall have lach another 
with any one elſe; nay, I Will have Impotence writ on 
his Forehead. 


Enter to her Mrs. Civett and Mrs. Policick. 


3 All goes well, the Scene of Love is to be at your 
Houſe "his Night, Mrs. Politick; Fidelia is to meet the Co- 
lonel there, pray let them not want Opportunity; the 
Mettle is ready melted, it only wants pouring into the 


Mould ; I promis d to ſtay with her all the Time, but Ill 


ſteal away, and you and I, Newer, will go and viſit my 
Lady Simples. 
Mrs. Civett. What makes you love to go there? I hate 


her. 
Lady. 80 do I too, but ſhe has a Hand Husband, 


and s 1 ſhe's well enough pleaſed to Pimp for him, ſo 
there is but Quality in the Caſe. 
Mrs. Pol. Yes, yes, I taught her that, for I think 'tis the 5 
only uſe can be made of an Ugly Wife. 


Euter Lord Civett. 


I. Civett. What! is your Ladiſhip's Pleaſure to Day ? 
Shall I wait on you to the Park or Playe 


 Egadthe's Fine, J Afide J 
Lady, 


— 
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Lady. Nowhere; good my Lord follow your own. 7D 


Way, —_ let me do the fame. 

L. Civett. But we are newly Married, Madam, and tis 
the Faſhion to be Fond at firſt. 

Lady. I love no Faſhion that's Troubleſome ; J love to 
begin as I can hold out; and I'm engag d to Day, and to 
Morrow, and indeed almoſt all the Week. 

L. Civett. I was in hopes your Ladiſhip would have 
done me the Honour to have taken a Turn to Epſozz with 
me ; I intended to have gone to Morrow for ſome Air, * 
am fatigu'd with Vifitants. 

Lady. So you may, and leave me behind, I never in- 
tended to be one of your Lordſhip's Retinue, 

L. Civett. Not for the World! But if your Ladiſhip will 
give me leave I'll be one of yours. 

Lady. Neither, neither. Pray go where you pleaſe, 
and 10 what you will, I'll never interrupt you; *tis the 
ſame Preſcription I intend to uſe my ſelf, and fo your 
Lordſhip's Humble Servant. 

Mrs, Civett. Yes, pray my Lord let it be lo, that I may 


do the ſame. 


Mrs. Pol. His Lordſhip's too well Bred to diſpute ſo 
reaſonable a Thing, and when tis ſo much in uſe, 
L. Civett. Why Faith, and ſo I am, and the World 
ſhall ſee my Lady Civett is as free as the Widow Venture, 
your Ladiſhips Humble Servant. | . 
| C Exit, 


Enter Thoughtleſs . 


La. Civett. My Dear Thonghtleſs why ſo Dull? 

Thought. To ſee you ſo Merry. 

La. Cvett. Why, have I not reaſon, think you, 5 | 
have 


( 


have got ſo good a Father for your little One, which I 
doubt will make his Lordſhip a Viſit ſooner than he expects? 
Thought. Nay, I am pleas' d with it too; but cannot be 
in Humour for my Life, for fear of lofing one Grain of 
your Love; the Loſs wou'd be inſupportable, and me- 
thinks I have faſted a long L ent already. | 
La. Civett. Meet me to Night at Eight a Clock at Mrs. 
 Polnick's, and then ſhall be your Eaſter ; but have a care of 
Surfeiting, for if you do I won't pity you. 
Thought. I'll willingly run that Riſque z one Favour | 
more will wake me entirely Happy, which is not to ſuffer 
ſach Fools as Callowbird to buz about you; tho' I don't 
fear you, yet it makes me uneaſie to hear you talk d of tor 
ſuch Cattle. 
La. Civett. T wonder you ſhou'd mind that, when you 
know they are Drones without Stings, and are as little 
eſteem'd. —— But be gone, I wou'd not have my Lord 


find you here. [ Exit. 


I'm afraid my Gallant will prove more Troubleſome than 
my Husband, which often happens; z if ſo, he muſt have a 
 Husband's Fate, for all that's like Reſtraint 1 hate. 


Enter Mr. Callowbird. — Runs to the Glaſs and Combs 
his Wig. | 


Mr. Callow. Gad, this Perriwig don't become me. | 
Lady. Why do you find Fault, methinks you are very 
Handſome. 
Mr. Callow. Oh Madam, a Perriwig is the moſt diſagree- 
able Thing in the World to my Face, * Night-Cap 
becomes me much better. 


Lady. Tis impoſſible. — | 
| | ; | Mr. 


— 


5 


Mr. Callow. Nay, Madam, I'll give yon a Demonſtra- 
| tion 3 how does your Ladithip like me now? 


[ Pulls his Cap out of his Pocket and RY it on. 


—_— 


* Lady. O mighty well! I could not have believ d it. 
Mr. Callow. But how do you like me now? 


2 e his Hat. 


Lad. Handſome TIS A Thought. TH H 66 
Mr. Callow. There's a Swinging Advance 2770 you. What 
hall 1 ſay now? [ Afde. 
Why Faith, Madam, I'm your Humble Servant: The Park 
was full of Company laſt Nights Two or Three Perſons of 
- Quality ſtole me away, and carry 'd me Home with them 
to pay Coach- hire. 
Lady. Twas pretty odd; perſons of Quality make you 
pay Coach-hire. 
Mr. Callow. O gracious !. L have miſtook ; I wou d have 
| ſaid they carried me Home in their Coach. 
Lady. Tis an eaſie Miſtake, and you are apt to make 
them. 
Mr. Callow. Oh, Dear Madam, indeed fo 1 am ; I vow 
your Ladiſhip has a great deal of Wit, Rat me elſe: Icou d 
ſay a great deal more if I wou d. 
Lady. Pray out with it — I long to hear what the Fool 
wou'd be at. 5 L 4fede. 
Mr. Callow. Why then Egad I could be mightily. in 
Love; but by the way, Madam, Pray what's a Clock? 
Lady. T have forgot my Watch, but III go look, and 
tell you Aide next Time Liee You. © 
| T; Exit Lady Civett, 
Mr. 


I 4 ; 
mY 5 
” 25. Mr. Callowbird Solus. 5 


Mr. Callow. 1 thought ſhe had been a Wit, but now 1 
ſee ſhe's a Fool, not to know that asking what a Clock tis 


is the firſt word of an Addreſs.——But perhaps ſhe did 


not know how to anſwer me, and ſo is ſtept off, —I ſhall 
bave her Page to Morrow at my leave, with a Waſtecoat, 
Night- gown, or ſome ſuch Toy. | 


For now- . the Ladies only Woe, 
No matter for a Man to rok ſo be can Do. 


8 CE N E the Fortune - tellers. 


Enter Lord Civet, F idelia, Mrs. Politick, and Mr. 
Set- Figure. 


La. Civett. We are come, Mr. Set-Figure, to know our 
Fortunes, Pray tell mine firſt. 
Set-Fig. Looks in her Hand. 


You bave lately been M arried I 60 

And care not for Fortune or me 

Your Husband you'll govern with eaſe, 

And that a true Woman will pleaſe ; 

A Son you will have in leſs than a Tear, 
It plainly to me in Jour Hand doth appear. f 


1a. Civett. See how true he tells, Couſ en: Pray let's 
hear what he'll ſay to vou. g 
| M. 


2 e 4 —_ 3 
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Ls). 
Mr. Callow. Nay, Madam, I'll give you 2 | Demonſtra- 
tion; how does your Ladithip like me now]? 


I Pulls bis Cap out of his Pocket and puts it on. 


Lady. O mighty well! I could not have believ' d it, 
Mr. Callow. But how do you like me now? _ 


F Cocks his Hat 


Lady. Handſome beyond a Thought. TÞc 7 6 

Mr. "Callow. There's a nein Ad vance for you. What 
mall I ay now ? | [ Ade. 

Why Faith, Madam, I'm your Humble Servant: The Park 


was full of Company laſt Night; Two or Three Perſons of 
Quality ſtole me away, and carry d me Home with them 
to pay Coach-hire. 


Lady. Twas pretty odd; Perſons of Quality make you 
pay Coach-hire. 
Mr. Callow. O gracious ! I have miſtook ; 1 wou d have 


ſaid they carried me Home in their Coach. 


Lady. Tis an eaſie Miſtake, and you are apt to make 


them. 


Mr. Callom. Oh, Dear Madain, indeed ſo I am; I vow 
your Ladiſhip has a great deal of Wit, Rat me elſe: I cou 'd 


fay a great deal more if I wou'd. 


Lady. Pray out with it — I long to hear what the Fool 
wou'd be at. [ 4fede. 
Mr. Callow. Why then Egad I could be mightily in 
Love; but by the way, Madam, Pray what's a Clock > 
Lady. IJ have forgot my Watch, but I'll go look, and 


tell you ache next Time Liee you. 


1 Lady Civett, 
Mr. 
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Calls Callowbird Solus. 


ts 


Mr. Callow. I thought ſhe had been a Wit, but now | 
ſee ſhe's a Fool, not to know that asking what a Clock tis 
is the firſt word of an Addreſs. —But perhaps ſhe did 
not know how to anſwer me, and ſo is ſtept off, —I ſhafl 
have her Page to Morrow at my leave, with a Waſtecoar, 
_ -Night-gown, or ſome ſuch Toy. 


For now-a-days the Ladies only Woe, 
No matter for a Man to Speak ſo be can Do. 


SCENE the Fortune-tellers. 


Enter Lord Civet, Fidelia, Mrs. politick, and Mr. 
Set- Figure. 


La. Civett. We are come, Mr. Set- Figure, to know our 
Fortunes, Pray tell mine firſt. | 
Set- Fig. Looks in her Hand. 


You Have lately been Married I ſee, 

And care not for Fortune or me; 

Tour Husband you'll govern with eaſe, 
And that a true Woman will pleaſe ; 

A Son you will have in leſs than a Tear, 

It plainly to me in your Hand doth appear. 


La. Civett. See how true he tells, Couſen : Pray let's 
hear what he'll ſay to you. 


. 
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1 
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Mrs. Thoughtleſs gives hies her Herd. ; 


Set-Fi ig. Help me Wonder ! Here's a Book 
Where 1 could for ever look : 
Venus here doth Saturn move, 
That you ſhould be Queen of Lowe : 
And G ſhem you further, 
Here ſhe char ges you with Murther : 
I muſt ask you roundly why 
You ll let the Man that Loves you Die: ? 
You will turn all Hearts to Tinder, 
And may make the World a Cynder : 
| You hade gain d the Love of all 
But the Man you Husband call: 
He loves Women, yet hates you, 
And your Crime is being True. 
1 will try my utmoſt Art, 
For to eaſe your Tender Heart. 
Come you Spirits from below, . 
Let this Fair One her Fate know. + 


Spirits Aſcend and Dance, after which one of them comes 
towards Fidelia and ſpeaks. 


S pirit. When you meet with a M an that belongs 
( unto Mars, 


Of your Favours to him yu muſt never be ſearce : . | 
The 


r 

T he White of his Feather his Innocence ſhews, 

The Red of his Coat how his Paſſion ſtill glows ; 
His Stature is Middle, and the better for you, 

His Hair Light Brown ſhews he's Honeſt and True; 
And juſt ſuch a One is allotted for thee, 


Which if you refuſe you ne'er Happy will be. 
| Neer think tis a Sin, of a Truth I do know 


'Tis the Will of the Fates, and they will have it fo. 


Fd. Come, let's go, I'm weary, and afraid of this 


Fellow; but III make him and his Fiends Liars, for I'il 


| go out of Town to Morrow. 


Mrs. Pol. Upon my Veracity you ſhan't go till I hear 
my Fortune, for I never had it told yet, and I'll warrant 


you he ſays I ama True Friend. 
Gives hint ber Hand. 


Set-Fig. Here's a Hand ne'er dipt in Blood, 
 Shews the Owner truly good, 
Juſt and Honeſt to her Friend, 
| Serves them all for the ſame End. 


Mrs. Pol. By my Soul this Fellow's an Angel, he tells 


the trueſt prettieſt Things in the World. 


Fid. Tis a Fallen One then; but let's away, for he has 


| ſodiſ-ſpirited me I'm ready to faint. 
La. Civett. I'm ſorry to fee you ſo IIl, but we'll ſtop at 
Mrs. Politicks, and ſhe ſhall give you ſomewhat to revive 


on. 
15 | E Fid. 
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Fid. Tl go ſtrait Home, and to Bed, for 1 was never 
ſo daunted in my Life. 
Mrs. Pol. Indeed, Madam, but you ſhan't go Home i in 
this Condition; if any Body ſhould fee you thus they 
would think the Lord knows what; I have now at Home 
a Bottle of Never-failing Cordial, that will in a Moment 
ſet you to rights; my Lady here can juſtiſie it, ſhe came in 
th'other Day ſo Mal-adroite, and after a Dram—— 
La. Civett. Yes, indeed Couſin, tis $ very true, therefore 
be perſwaded. | 
Fid. I never wanted a Cordial more than now, there- 
fore for once I'll go, but don't ask me to ſtay, for I can't. 
La. Civett. In that do as you pleaſe. WW ( Exennt. 


Mr. Ser. Figure Solus. 


Well, theſe Women are Rare Things for ſupporting of 
Cheats ʒ but why ſhou'd they not? For they are the great- 
eſt themſelves ; I was really ſorry for that poor Lady, but 
every one muſt live by their Trade ; the Colonel gave me 
| ſuchaBribe Fleſh and Blood cou d not have refus'd i it, and 
I queſtion not if he plies her at the ſame Rate be may 
quickly gain his Point. 


For by my Magick Art I'm ever told _ 
A Woman's ſeldom loſt where's Store of Gold. 


SCENE Mrs. | Politick $ Houſe. 


Enter Lady Civett, Fidelia, and Mrs. Politick. 


La. Civett. Oh! Thad forgot, I muſt go ſend a Footman 
to ſee howa Lady does. 
Mrs. 


(62 Þ 
Mrs. Pol. Dear Madam don't your Ladiſhip take that 
Trouble, 111 ſend him up. 


[ Both run ont. Mrs. Politick locks the Door. 


Enter the Colonel from 40 loſet. 


Fid. Ha! I fear I'm b=tray'd. | Rurs towards the Door. 
Col. Only for your Good, Madam; come don't be ſo 
Nice, this is not the firſt time you have met a Man alone 

here to my certain knowledge. —Pray think me Mr. 
Civett, and then you'll be Calm: No Prayers nor Tears 


ſhall fave you by Heavens. 


Eid. Oh ! Do but hear me. 

Col. No, tis not now in your Power to beg or command 
2 Favour from me. 

Fid Then I'm Miſerable indeed! I hope you'll nor 
attempt my Honour. 

Col. Have you it yet Pure and Undefiled > 

Fid. Yes, by all that's Good and Holy. 

Col. I'm glad you have, for then I ſhall have the ſatiſ⸗ 
faction of being firſt ſerved; for any Woman that can 
receive Courtſhip from Two at once, deſigns the faireſt 
Bidder ſhall have her; and I tell you there is not in Na- 
ture ſo great an Enemy of either as a Provok'd Lover; and 
Beautiful as you are, the Moment I tound you F alſe you 


'_ were blacker to me than a Moor. 


Fid. Let me know my Crime? 
Col. My Time 1s too ſhort for that, my Buſineſs now is 
to claim a Favour which I hope you think my Due, for 


what Task you'll not be the poorer for, neither will your 


Husband miſs it, or you be the leſs eſteem'd. 
Lid. If I could ever have believ'd you would have had 
| | _ 
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a Thought deſtructive to my Vertue I would have ſhunn'd 
your Acquaintance as much as Contagion. | 8 

Col. Your Vertue is not leſs by granting all Favours to 
the Man you Love, tis having many Gallants ruins Re- 
putation. | „ 2 ol 3 

Fid. All that you can ſay, and Love thrown into the 
Scale, ſhall never make me yield. "= 
Col. If you Love me how can you ſee me Dying for 
what you may with ſo much Eaſe and Pleaſure grant? A 
Woman that is more Chaſte than I would have you what 


15 ſhe good for ? A ſullen Thing, that makes it her Buſineſs 


and Pride to war with the Fleſh: She has cold Blood in 
her Veins, perhaps, and if it be Natural, tis a Lazy Diſ- 


. eaſe, and not a Vertue. 


Fid. That Lazy Diſeaſe ſhall ne er be cur'd but by 


you undo me? | 1 
Col. By Heavens I wou d not, but what I ask I cannot 


my Death, and yet 1 Love you, therefore why wou'd 


live without, therefore be ſatisfied, for I muſt and will 


reap my long-lookt-tor Harveſt. — By all that's Good, ra- 
ther than not Enjoy you, I wou'd chuſe to die a Thouſand 
Deaths the Minute after, than live a Patriarch's Age with- 


out it. 5 
She Kneels. gn 
Fid. Oh ye Heavens! That continually keep the 


Courſe allotted toyou, can none of your Powers help the 
Poor Fidelia to preſerve a Thing ſo long embrac'd by her? 


O Vertue! Vertue! Where doſt thou hide thy ſelf > 
What hideous Thing is this that would eclipſe thee 2 Or is 


it true that thou wert never but a vain Name, and no 
Eſſential Thing? Why wilt thou ſuffer thy Slave to be 
torn from thee? Have you no Pitying Angel to aſſiſt a 

Es. A | weak 
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weak Woman in the Paws of Lions ? Good God ! Con- 
vey my Cries to Thoughtleſs's Ears. 


- Enter Thoughtleſs. —— Takes her in his Arms. 


Thought. Dear Fidelia! The Heavens have heard thy 
| Priviees : I am come to ſave thee in Affliction. 

Fid. Touch me not, but let me embrace thy Knees, tho 
I am. ſtill Innocent and Pure; take me and carry me 
where I may ſee no Man but thy ſelf, they are all Falſe, and 
contrive thy Ruin. 

Thought. I know thou'rt Virtuous, and have heard all 
your Diſcourſe ; but what brought you here alone? 

Fid. I came not alone, my wicked Couſin was the Fatal 

Occaſion of this; by what Means, when I have recover'd 
my Spirits, I willtell you at large. 
Thought, Was't ſhe? By Heavens thou ſhalt quickly have 
a full and ample Revenge on her: But, Colonel, you have 
plaid me foul ; were you not my Friend? 

Col. Yes, till Love unmann'd me; you your ſelf are too 
ſenſible of his Power to believe Friendſhip can over· bal- 
lance it; I am not the firſt who have err'd in this Kind. 
Thoug br. Come, Sir, this muſt ſet all Right. — Draws. 
Col. With all my Heart; if the longeſt Liver is to have 

the Prize tis worth the Sacrificing an Army. 


[ They Fighe. 


Fid. Help! Help! . 


Euter 


: 
| 
L 
| 
1 


2 « £ 


ECDL 
Enter Lord 4 Lady Ci vett, Mr. and Mrs. Civett, Mrs. 
Politick and Eallowbird. 


Thought. Speaks to Lady Ci vett. 


You, Madam, have done me this Favour, as L take itz 
this was the Time I ſhould have broke my Leut with you; 
here, Sir, take your Spouſe, make much of her, and my 
Child which ſhe's big witb, or elſe your Lordſhip might 
have been without a Lady. | [ Gives her to my Lord. 

L. Civett. Egad you fhall have her again if you will, none 
all ſhe goes with. 

La. Civeit. Alas, Poor Couſin | Becauſe you are a 
Cuckold you wou'd fain perſwade my Lord he is ſo too: 
Tum nown Dear, thou art not, nor ſhalt not be, if thou'lt 


be doud. - [| Chucks him r the Chin. 


L. Civett. I cannot tell which to believe, but tis moſt 


for my eaſe to believe Dear is in the right; and if not, I can't 
help my ſelf, neither can all the Law in the World do it 


for me; ſo I'll een take the Example of the Wiſe, clap my 
Tongue between my Teeth, and Horns in my Pocket. 
Mrs. Pol. Colonel, Colonel, Pray do me Jullzon, and 
let the World know my Innocence. 
Col. That I will immediately: Gentlemen, if you want 
a Bawd here's Mrs. Politick always at your Service, provi- 


_ ded you have Money enough. 


Mr. Callow. Say you ſo? Madam, here s a Guinea for you, 
pray help me to a Perſon uality to Night. 


Mrs. Pol. She cuffs his Ears. She Runs 6 erying.. 


I'm Fallen indeed to be the Sport of ach 2 Coxcomb. 
LES. 


Mr. 
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Mr. Callow. Gad, I wonder ſhe ſhou'd be Angry; I 
think a Guinea is a very good Sum, conſidering all Things; 
tis well the Colonel has been ſo Liberal, I believe ſhe'll 
find ſhortly we Men of Eſtates will be moſt eſteem d, and 
ha ve the moſt Money. 


Mean while the Colonel and Mr. Civett having been talk- 
ing with Fidelia and Thoughtleſs, Lord and Lady Ci- 
vett. All Aſide. 


Thought. Was't ſo, Mr. dere 
Mr. Cvett. No, u 79 my Honour, ſhe never gave me ſo 


much as an Ogle to 


5 her. 


Col. What you have oy of Fidelid's Coldneſs has given 
me great Satisfaction, and now I am become a Convert; 
whereas I loved her before for a Miſtreſs, I now adore her 
for a Saint; I ſhall ever Repine at what I attempted. — 
But 1 hope twill eſtabliſh her Character, ſince you will 
own there is no greater Demonſtration of Vertue than de- 
nying the Man ſhe likes: There Thonghtleſs — take her 
to thy Arms, L Gives Fidelia to Thoughtleſs? I the Beſt of 
Women; Value her as ſhe deſerves: I can't help Euvy- 
ing thee, but upon my. Honour I'll never more diſturb 


„ HNA. It hall not be i in your Power, for here I beg that I 
may retire from this Gaudy, Noiſie, Falſe Town, where 
Vertue! is ſo much diſturb d. 
| Thought. Your Wiſhes are granted, and for the future 
Iwill be as much a Gallant to my Wife as I was to my 
_ Miſtreſs : Come, my Dear Fidelia, the Gods be prais'd the 
Storm d has happen'd fo ſoon; we may yet enjoy a great 
many happy Days: Heaven was kind to me in it, for now 
1 plainly ſee tis we Me that put our Wives in mind 


of. 


— _ — — — 
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_ef 4155 Ill, with the Affiſtance of Bad Friends and Com- 


Panions ; therefore, Dear Civert, have a Care of thine, for 


the has been one of the Gang. 
Mr. Gvett. 1 will, and in order to that prepare for the 
Countrey to Morrow, Madam 
4 Mrs. Civett. What have I done that I muſt be ſent to 
Goal? 
Mr. ive. Not much yet; but to prevent what may 
happen we'll Retire, and from this ſad Minute farewel 
Love and Doating : I have ſhook the lazy-wiſhing Folly | 
out of my Blood, and now my Heart's at Home again I'll 
be content with my own Wife, eat my dwindled Cherries 

with Spectacles, draw the Curtains, and Fancy her her 
Grace, Right Honourable Fidelia, or whatſoe ver _ * 
me, to make my Life eaſie, if poſſible. 


| Thought, The fe greeteft Hapinds of Ih, 


L Speaks to hir Wife. 


Ts in a Beautiful and Virtuous Wife ;, 
But thoſe are Bleſſing s that are known to few, 
e thoſe who know em ſlight and hate em too, 
us Men are . s * (totheir ſhame) 
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| E and Property. A Satyr. Price 6 d. 


Pamphlets juſt Printed, and Sold by Ben. \ Bron a the Blue 
Ball 77 Ave-Mary-Lane. 


The Viſion. A Poem. Price 6 d. | 1 

The Monſter. A Satyr. Price 6 d. | by — 5, 8 "Y 

The Female Monſter. A Satyr. Price 6d. _ 
The State of the Caſe between Afby and White in 8 Þ * 

Houſe of Commons, relating to the Aylecbury Election, with * * 


the Arguments made uſe of by Sir Humphrey Mackworth, 
impartially Examin'd and Confider'd ; together with the 


Ancient and Fundamental Right of Engliſh Parliaments: 


Dedicated to my Lord Chief Juſtice Holt, occaſion d by 

his late Incomparable Speech in the Dvcens-Bench the la 
Day of the Term, when the Aylesbury Electors moved that 7 
Court for a Habeas Corpus, Price 18. 


Naked Truth, or Phanaticiſm Detected. Price 2 d. 

A Philoſop hick Eſſay concerning Ideas, according to 
Dr. Sherlock. Principles 3 wherein his Notion of them is 
Stated, and his Reaſonings thereupon Examin d. Price 6d.. 

Beauty's Advocate. A Poem. Price 6d. 

Some Plain Obſervations recommended to the Conſide- 
ration of every Honeſt Exgliſu Man, eſpecially to the- 


Electors of Parliament Members. Price 2 d. 


* 
* * 4 
” 
— 5 . th A 6 
o 4 * 
P * 
0 ; 
* 
* 
. 
* 
* 
* 7 * 
> , , on 
3 * 
* 
. * % 
» 
. z 
* 
1 — I — 
k x 
* 
. * m 
4 ry 
7 N 1 
. . 
' , 
y Py 
C4 . 
. ® * 
* * 
* * 
£ 
6 , * 
. x 0 > 
» 
5 8 k 
- — HF 5 
- 
1 ” 
- * 
6 ; 
: 
* * a 
Ll K F 
* C * 
— oy * 
* * ” 
| 7 I 
a! Y 5 
1 84 
2 0 
* 
o 
. 
. * * 
* 
1 . 
* 
* 
— 
* n 5 
i 
* 
* 
0 
/ _ 
1 
V9, 
. 
* 
> 
f # 
L 
. 
. 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
. 
4 * 
. = 
* & 
4 
* 
- 
» . 
al... 
* 1 
"I 
oy 
. 
4 
” 
” 
* 1 
2 bo — - * —_ — — 
—— — % — — . — — „„ 2 —— 
— — * * 8 0 5 _ — * 
. Arr. nn - r N 
— ——ä—— —— Ar — — r 
n on [A Eon — Bien FE 
ENS AER PURE: THY i te IV TEE AC. 


